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REMARKS. 



Although ** Tho Bold Stroke for a Husband/' by 
Mrs, Cowley, does not equal ** The Bold Stroke for a 
Wife," by Mrs. Centlivre, either in originality of 
design, wit, or humour, it has other advantages more 
honourable to her sex, and more conducive to tho 
■reputalioB of the stage. 

Here is contained no oblique insinuation, detri- 
mental to the <7ause of morality — but entertainment 
and instruction unite, to make a pleasant exhibition 
at a theatre, or give an hour's amusement in the 
closet. 

Plays, where the scene is placed in a foreign 
-country, particulai-iy when that country is Spain, 
have a license to preseiU certain improbabilities to 
the audience, without incurriug the danger of having 
them called such ; and the authoress, by tlie skill 
with which she has used this dramatic permittance, 
in making the wife of Don Carlos pass for a man, 
has formed a most interesting plot, and embellished 
it with lively, humorous, and afifecting incident. 

Still there is another plot, of which Oliva is the 
^leroine, as Victoria is of the foregoing ; and this 
iBore comic fable, in which the former is chiefly 
concerned, seems to have been the favourite story of 
the authoress, as from this she has taken her title. 

But if Oliva makes a bold stroke to obtain a hus- 
band, surely Victoria makes a still bolder, to preserve 
one ; and there is something less honourable in tho 
enterprises of the young maiden, in order to re- 
nounce her state, than in those of a married woman 
to avert the dangers that are impending over hers. 

Whichever of those females becomes the most ad- 
mired object with the reader, ho will not bo insensi- 




gance — music. This satire whs aimed etio mao^, 
that the shaft struck none. The charm of music 
still prevails in Eaglaad, Bad the foil; of affected 
admirera. 

VJQcentio talks music, and Dod Julio speakm 
poetry. Such, at least, is his fond description of 
nis mistress Olifa, in that excellenl scene io the 
third act, where she first takes off her veil, and fas- 
ciuates him at once by the force of her beauty. 

In iho dclineatiou of this lady, it is implied that 
she is DO termagant, although she so frequeally 
couutcrfeits the character. This insinuation the 
reader, if he pleases, may trust — but the man who 
who would venture 10 marry a good impostor af 
this kind, could not excite much pity, if bis help- 
mate was often induced to act the part wknch she 
bad heretofore, with so much spirit, assumed. 

The impropriety of making fraud and imposition 
iioressnry evils, to counteract tyranny and i:^ustiee. 
it tbo fault of all Spanish dramas — and perhaps thft 
only one which attaches to the preseut comedy. 




A Bold Stroke ror a Husband. 



ACT I. 

SCENE l— ^ Street in Madrid. 

EtUfr Sancha from a Hotise, r. d. She advances^ 
then runt back, and beckons to Pedro within. 

San. Hist ! Pedro ! Pedro ! 

Enter .Pedro, r. d. 
There he is : dost see him ? just turning by St. An- 
tony in the comer. Now, do you tell him that your 
mistress is not at home ; and if his jealous douship 
should insist on searching the house, as he did yes- 
terday, say that somebody is ill — ^the black has got 
a fever, or that 

Ped. Pho, pho, get you in. Don't t know that the 
duty of a lacquey in Madrid is to lie with a good 
grace ? I have been studying it now for a whole week, 
and m defy don or devil to surprise me into a truth. 
Get you in, I say — ^hore he comes. 

[Exit Sancha, b. d. f. 

Enter Carlos, l. 

[Pedro struts up to Am.} Donna Laura is not at 
home, sir. 

Car. Not at home !— come, sir, what have you re- 
ceived for telling that lie ? 

Ped, Lie ! — lie ! — Siguier ! — 

Car, It must be a lie, by your promptness in de- 
livering it. — What a fool does your mistress trust — 
A clever rascal would have waited my approach, 
and, delivering the message with easy coolness, de- 
ceived me — thou hast been on the watch, and run- 
nest towards me with a face of stupid importance, 
bawling, that she may hear through tlje lattice how 

1* 



cor. j*'ooi !— aost uioa mne wiut me t who is witti 
lier? IPmehinghU ear* 

Bed. Oh!— *why, nobody, mp— only tne pretty 
young gentiaman's valet, waiting for an answer to 
a letter he brought. There I I have saved my eaia 
at the expense of my place. I have worn tmsfine 
eoat but a week, and I shall be sent bade to Se^orvia 
for not being able to lie, though I have been learning 
the art ssz days and ni|;hts. 

Car, Woll--eome thu way— if thon wilt promise 
to be faithAil to me, I will not betray thee : nor at 
present enter the house* 

Fed. Oh« sir, blessings on you I 

Car. How often does the pretty yonng gentleman 
visit her? 

Ped. Every day, sir—- If be misses, madam*s stark 
wild. 

Car, Where does he live ? 

Ped. Truly, I know not, sir. 

Car, How ! [Menacing. 

Ped. By the honesty of my mother, I cannot tell, 
sir. She calls him Florio ; — that's his christian name 
— his heathen name I never heard. 

Car, You must acquaint me when they are next 
together. 

Ped* Lord, sir, if there should be any blood spilt ! 

Car, Promise, — or I'll lead thee by the ears to the 
grotto. 

Pfd. 1 promise, 1 promise. 

Car, There, take that, [Gives money.] and if thou 
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art faithful, 1*11 treble it. Now go in and be a good 
lad — and, d'ye hear ? — you may tell lies to every 
body else, but remember you must always speak 
truth to me. 

Ped. I will, sir, — I will. 

[Exit, looking at the money t R. d. r. 

Cnr. *Tis well my passion is extinguished, for I can 
now act with coolness ; I'll wait patiently, for the 
hour of their security, and take them in the softest 
moments of their love. But if ever I trust to wo- 
man more— may ever y 

Enter ttoo Women, veiled, followed by Julio, a*] ' 

Julio, Fie, ladies ! keep your curtains drawn so 
late ! The sun is up— 'tis time to look abroad — [Tries 
to remove the veils*] Nay, if you are determined on 
night and silence, I take my leave. A woman with- 
out prattle, 'is like burgundy without spirit. — Bright 
eyes, to touch me, must belong to sweet tongues. 

[Going, R. Ladies exit l. 

Car. Sure, 'tis Julio. Hey ! 

Julio, [Returning,) Don Carlos? Yes, by all the 
sober gods of matrimony !— ^Why, what business, 
good man gravity, canst thou have in Madrid ? I un- 
derstand you are married — quietly settled in your 
own pastures — father of a family, and the instructive 
companion of country vine dressers — ha ! ha ! 

Car, 'Tis false, by Heaven ! — I have forsworn the 
country — left my family, and run away from my 
wife. 

Julio, Really ! then matrimony has not totally de- 
stroyed thy free will. 

Uar. 'Tis with difficulty I have preserved it 
thoueh ; for wonien, thou knowest, are most unrea- 
sonable beings! as soon as I had exhausted my stock 
of love tales,which, with management, lasted beyond 
the honey-moon, madam grew sullen,— I found 
home dull, and amused myself with the pretty pea- 
sants of the neighbourhood Worse and worse ! — 

we had nothing now but faintiugs, tears and hysterics. 



— ^e there — tiut,diu ■ 

— .11 tliiit liuusc ia a womu^ 1 
11- 111 cliaractLT aiid fortuof, ] 

l.Mi..ui, glvd her to the windi. ■ i 
I- U Ik rub, Juliu, I have beeol \i 



im know not its nature. A settle- i 
It both houour aud gruiitude ought | 
.-.FitrcU fi'om such base alieuadoD 

I Fi worse clog than t'other- 



t'nr. All ap|i«iiilincin, I'll be sworn, bj that air 
(if niyKtury anil salUfactioji — cuinc, be friendly, and 
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J might have opened the billet, and feasted thee 
-^ith the sweet meandering strokes at the bottom,. 
-^rhich form her name, when 

Cttr. What, 'tis from a woman then ? 

Julio* It is. 

CVzr. Handsome-? 

Jiilio, Hum — not absolutely handsome, but she'll 
pass, with one who has not had his taste spoiled 
Dy—^matrimony. 

Oar, Malicious dog ! — Is she young ? 

Jiilio, Under twenty — fair complexion, azure 
eyes, red lips, teeth of pearl, polished neck, fine turn- 
ed shape, graceful-^— 

Ctxr. Hold, Julio, if thou lov'st me I^-Is it pos- 
aible she can be so bewitching a creature ? 

Jttlio. 'Tis possible — ^though, to deal plainly, I 
never saw her ; but I love my own pleasure so well, 
that I could fancy all that, and ten times more. 

Car, What star does she inhabit ? 

Julio* 'Faith, I know not ; my orders are to be in 
watting, at seven, at the Prado. 

Car. Prado ! — hey ! — gad ! can't you take me 
with you ? for though I have forsworn the sex my- 
self, and have done with them for ever, yet I may be 
of use to you, you know. 

Julio. 'Faith, I can't see that — however, as you 
are a poor wo-begone married mortal, I'll have 
compassion, and suffer thee to come. 

Car, Then 1 am a man again! Wife, avaunt! 
mistress, farewell ! — At seven, you say I 

Julio. Exactly. 

Car. I'll meet thee at Philippi I 

- ' [Exeunt, Julio, l. Carlos, r. 

SCENE II. — A spacious Garden, belonging to Don 

Cjesar. 

Enter Minette and In is, r. 2d e. 

Min. There, will that do ! My lady sent me to 
make her up a nosegay ; these orange flowers are de- 
licious, and this rose, how sweet? 



xnistreBs ana mine i uonna .victoria i» as 
gentle, as her cousin is too harsh. 

Min, Ay, and ^ou see what she gets by. it; tad 
she been more spirited, perhaps her husband. W<wH 
not have forsaken her;— men enlisted midiic.lta 
matrimonial banner, like those under tiw Uiu^ 
would be often tempted to run away from iGnc 
colours, if fear did not keep them in dread of dM^ 
tion. 

Inis* If making a husband afraid is the waf vto 
keep him faithful, I believe your lady will Imi lAt 
happiest wife in Spain. 

Min. Ha ! ha ! ha ! how people may be deteeifild! 
—nay, how people are deceived !— 4>at.tusM^ nul 
discover all things. 

Inis, What ! what, is there a secret in the basi- 
noss, Minette ? if there is, hang time ! let's have it 
directly. 

Min. Now, if I dared but tell ye — lud ! lud ! how 

I could surprise ye ! [Croing* 

Inis, [Slffpffhifi^ her.] Don't go. 
Min I must go ; I iiiu on the very brink of be- 
trayiug my mistress, — I must leave you-— mercy 
upon me ! — it rises like new bread. 

Inis. I hope it will ciioke ye, if you stir till I 
know all. 

Alin. AVill you never breathe a syllable 1 
Inis. Never. 

Min. Will you strive to forget it the moment yoi 
have lieanl it ? 



n 
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Inia, I'll swear to myself forty times a-day to for- 
get it. 

yiftn. You are sure you will not let me stir from 
this spot till you know the whole ? 

Inis. Not as far as a thrush hops. 

Min. So ! now, then, in one word, — here it goes. 
Though every body supposes my lady an arrant 
scold, she's no more a [L»oking out, 

Don Ccesar. [IFithout, l.] Out upon*t e — h — h! 

Min, Oh, St. Gerome ! — here is her father, and 
his privy counsellor, Gasper. I can never commu- 
nicate a secret in quiet. Well ! come to my cham- 
ber, for, now my band's in, you shall have the 
whole. — I would not keep it another day to be con- 
fidant to an infanta. [Exeunt, r. 

Enter Don CiESAR and Gasf£r, l. 

• Gasp. Take comfort, sir ; take comfort. 

Casar. Take it; — why, where the devil shall I 
find it? You may say, take physic, sir, or, take poi- 
son, si r they are to be had ; but what signifies 
bidding me take comfort, when I can neither buy it, 
beg it, nor steal it ? 

Crosp, But patience will bring it, sir. 

Casar, 'Tis false, sirrah. — Patience is a cheat, 
and the man that ranked her with the cardinal vir- 
tues was a fool. I have had patience at bed and 
board these three long years, but the comfort she 
promised, has never called in with a civil how d'ye ? 

Gasp Ay, sir, but you know the poets say that 
the twm sister and companion of comfort is good 
humour. Now if you would but drop that agreea- 
ble acidity, which is so conspicuous 

Cdssar, Then let my daughter drop her perverse 
humour ; 'tis a more certain bar to marriage than 
ugliness or folly ; and will send me to my grave, at 
last, without male heirs. [Crying,] How many have 
laid siege to her ! But that humour of hers, like the 
works of Gibraltar, no Spaniard can find pregnable, 

Goip. Ay, well — Troy held out but ten years 



jrp. 'XHe very step 1 was going to recommc 
sir. You are but a young genSem an of sixty-tJu 
I take it ; and a husband of sixty-three, who m 
ries a wiife of nineteen, will never want heir8« t 
my word for it. 

Caaar. What ! do you joke, sirrah 1 

Gasp* Oh no, sir— not if you are serious, 
think It would be one of the pleasantest things 
the world— •Madam would throw a new life into 
family ; and when you are above stairs in the gc 
sir, the music of her concerts, and the spirit of 
converzadones, would reach your sick bed, and 
a thousand times more comforting than flannels i 
panada. 

Casar, Come, come, I understand ye. — But 1 
daughter of mine — I shall give her but two chan 

more. Don Garcia and Don Vicentio will b 

he here-to day, and if she plays over the old gar 
I'll marry to-morrow morning, if I hang myself 
next. 

Gasp You decide right, signer ; at sixty-three 
marriage noose and ttic hempen noose should 
ways go together. 

CfEsar. Why, you dog you, do you suppose 
There's Don Garcia — there he is coming throi 
the portico. Run to my daughter, and hid her 
member what I have said to her. [Exit Gasper 
She has had her lesson — but another meme 
mayn't he amiss — a young slut ! pretty, and wii 
and rich — a match for a prince, and yet — but hi 
Not a word to my young man ; if I can 
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keep him ia ignorance till he is married, he must 
make the best of his bargain afterwards, as other 
honest men have done before him. 

Enter Garcia, l. 

Welcome, Don Garcia ! why, you are rather before 
your time. 

Gar. Gallantry forbid that I should uot, when a 
fair lady is concerned. Should Donna Olivia wel- 
come me as frankly as you do, 1 shall think I have 
been tardy. 

Casar. When you made your overtures, signer, I 
understood it was from inclination to be allied to 
my family* not from a particular passion to my 
daughter^ Have you ever seen her? 

Oitr. But once — that transiently— yet sufficient 
to convince me that she is charming. 

CiBsar. Why, yes, though I sav it, there are few 
prettier women in Madrid ; and she has got enemies 
amongst her own sex accordingly. They pretend 
to say that— I say, sir, they nave reported that 
she is not blessed with that kind of docility and gen- 
tleness that a now, though she may not be so 

very placid, and insipid, as some young women, yet, 
upon the whole — 

(kar Oh, ^e, sir ! — not a word — a beauty cannot 
be ill-tempered ; gratified vanity keeps her in good 
humour with herself, and every body about her. 

Casar. -Yes, as you say — vanity is a prodigious 
sweetener; and Olivia, considering how much she 
has been humoured, is as gentle and pliant as 

Enter Minette, r. 

Mtn. Oh, sir ! shield me from my mistress — She is 
in one of her old tempers — the whole house is in an 
uproar.— I cannot support it ! 

C^eMor, Hush! 

Aftn. No, sir, I can't bush — a saint could not 
bear it. I am tired of her tyranny, and must quit 
her leirice. 

Ca$ar, Then quit it in a moment— go to my 

2 



II V BOLD STROKE [ActI 

<tcwari1, aiifl rocrive yourwa^cs — go— -begone. 'Til 
a cousin of iiiy daughter's hIio is speaking of. 

Min. A cousin, sir !— No, 'tis Donna Olivia, yote 
(laugliter — my mistress. Oli, sir ! you seem to be a 
Kweet, tender-lieartetl young gentleman — *twould 
move you to pity if [7'o Gab.cia. 

Caesar, 1*11 move you, luissy, to some purpose, il 
you don't move ofl'. 

Gar. I am really confounded — can the charming 
Olivia 

Casar, Spite, sir — mere malice! my daughtei 
has refused her some cast goivii, or some — 

Olivia. [Without, r.] AVhcre is she ? — ^Where is 
Minette ? 

Casar. Oh, 'tis all over ! — the tempest is coming, 

Enter Olivia, r, 

Oliv. Oh, you vile creature ! — to speak to mel-r 
to answer me ! — am I made to be answered ? 

Casar. Daughter ! daughter ! 

Oliv. Because I threw my work-bag at her, she 
had the insolence to complain ; and, on my repeat- 
ing it, said she would not bear it. — Servants choose 
what they shall bear! 

Min. When you are married, ma'am, I hope your 
husband will bear your humour less patiently than 
1 have done. 

Oliv. My husband ! — dost think my husband shall 
contradict my will? Oh, I long to set a pattern to 
those milky wives, whose mean compliances de- 
grade the sex. 

(tar. Opportune ! [Aside. 

Oliv. Tlie only husband on record who knew how- 
to treat a wife was Socrates ; and though his lady 
was a Grecicin, I have some reason to believe her 
descendants matched into our family ; and never 
shall my tame submission disgrace my ancestry. 

Gar. Heavens ! why have you never curbed thii 
intemperate spirit, Don Caesar ? [r. of Oli vi a. 

Oliv. [Starting.] Curbed, sir! talk thus to your 
groom — curl>s and bridles for a woman's tongue ! 
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Gar. Not for yours, lady, truly I 'tis too late. 
But had the torrent, not so overbeariug, been taken 
at its spring) it might have been stemmed, and turn- 
ed in gentle streamlets at the master's pleasure. 

Oliv. A mistake, friend ! — my spii-it, at its spring, 
was too powerful for any master. 

Crar, Indeed .'—perhaps you may meet a Petru- 
chio, gentle Catherine, yet. 

O/tv. But no gentle Catherine will he find me, be- 
lieve it.— ——Catherine I why, she had not the spirit 
of a roasted chestnut — a few big words, an empty 
oath, and a scanty dinner, made her as submissive 
as a spaniel. My fire willnot be so soon extinguished 
— it snail resist big words, oaths, and starving. 

Min, I believe so, indeed ; help the poor gentle- 
man, I say, to whose fate you fall ! [Heturns up. 

Cror- Don Csesar, adieu ! My commiseration for 
your fate subdues the resentment I should other- 
wise feel at your endeavouring to deceive me into 
such a marriage. [Crosses^ i„ 

Oliv. Marriage ! oh, mercy ! — Is this Don Garcia ! 

[Apart to Ca:sar. 

desar^ Yes, termagant ! 

Oliv* O, what a misfortune ! Why did you not 
tell me it was the gentleman you designed to marry 
me to ? — Oh, sir ! all that is past was in sport ; a 
contrivance between my maid and me : I have no 
spirit at all — I am as patient as poverty. 

Gar, This mask fits too ill on your features, fair 
lady: I have seen you without disguise, and rejoice 
in your ignorance of my name, since, but for that, 
my peaceful homo might have become the seat of 
perpetual discord. 

Mith Ay, sir, you would never have known what 
a quiet hour [On r. of Olivia, 

Oliv. [^Strikes Tier,'] luipertineucc ! Indeed, sir, 1 
can be as gentle and forbearing as a pet lamb. 

Gar, I cannot doubt it, madam ; the proofs of your 
placidity are very striking — But adieu ! though [ 
shall pray for your conversion, ratiier than have tho 



madam ; thougri mere is not, m an opam 
of prettier conversation. 

Oliv. Yes he has a very pretty kind of c< 
tion ; 'tis like a parenthesis. 

Casar. Like a parenthesis ! 

OUv. Yes, it might be all left out, an< 
missed. IIo wever, I thought him a modes 
a well-meaning young man, and that he 
make a pretty sort of a husband — for notwi 
ing his blustering, had 1 been his ivife, i 
months he should have been as humble an 
plnisant as 

Ctesar. Ay, there it is — there it is ! — that 
yours, hussy, you can neither conquer nor c 
but I'll find a way to tame it, I'll warrant i 

[Exit, R. Olivia and MiyiiTTK follow h 
their eyes, and then hurst into a laugh. 

Min. Well, madam, I give you joy ! had ( 
dies as nuu li success iu g(?ttiii<^ lovers, as y 
in getting rid of yours, wlial contented i'i 
should see I 

Oliv. Hut to what pnrj>osc do i get rid o 
whilst ihey rise in succession like inonlhly 
Was there ever any thing so jn'ovoking 
some quiet, an<l belic^ving the men had cc 
troul>le themselves alMMit nie, no less tlnui I 
posals have been ina<le to my inexorable fat 
very day — \V hat will l)econie of ine '/ 

Min. What should l)econie oi' you ? You' 
one fponi the pair, 1 hope, lielieve uie, i 
fhe only way t«» i:(t rid of the inipertinc 



/ i 
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lovers, is to take one, and make him a scarecrow to 
the rest 

Oliv, Oh, but I cannot ! — Invention assist me this 
one day ! 

Miiu Upon my word, madam, invention owes 
you nothing ; and I am afraid you can draw on 
that bank no longer. — You must trust to your es- 
tablished character of vixen. 

Oliv. But that won't frighten them all, you know, 
though it did its business with sober Don Garcia, 
The brave General Antonio would have made a 
property of me, in spite of every thing, had I not 
luckily discovered his antipathy to cats, and so 
scared the hero, by pretending an immoderate pas- 
sion for young kittens. 

Afin. Yes, but you was still harder pushed by the 
Castilian Count, and his engraved genealogy from 
Noah. 

Oliv. Ob, he would have kept his post as immo- 
vably as the griffins at|his gate, had I not very serious- 
ly imparted to him, that my mother's great uncle 
sold oranges in Arragon. 

Min. And pray, madam, if I may be so bold, who 
is the next gentleman ? 

OliV' Oh, Don Vicentio, who distracts every 
body with his skill in music. He ought to be mar- 
ried to a Viol de Gamba. I bless my stars I have 
never yet had a miser in ray list — on such a charac- 
ter all art would be lost, and nothing but an earth- 
quake, to swallow up my estate, could save me. 
Min, Well, if some one did but know, how happy 

would some one be, that for his sake 

Oliv. NoWj don't be impertinent, Minette. You 
have several times attempted to slide yourself into 
a secret, which I am resolved to keep to myself. 
Continue faithful, and suppress your curiosity. 

[Exit, n. 

Min. Suppress my curiosity, madam !— -why, I 

am a chambermaid, and a sorry one too, it should 

seeoii to have been in your confidence two years, 



ACT II. 
SCENE I* — An Apartment at Doniva IulvkuiJb^ 

Enter Laura, followed by Carlos, I.* 

Car. Nay, madam, you may as well stop Imm^ 
for ril follow you through every apartmeDt, Iwt I 
will be heard. [Seizing her hmmi. 

Laura, This insolence is not to be endured; 
within my own walls to be thu s 

Car. The time has been, when within your walii 
I might be master. 

Laura. Yes, you were then master of my heart; 
that gave you a right which — — 

Car. You have now transferred to another. 

[Flinging away her hand. 

Laura. Well, sir ! 

Car. "Well, sir!" — Unblushing acknowledge- 
ment ! False, fickle woman ! 

Laura. Because I have luckily got the start of 
you ; in a few weeks I slioukl iiave been the aecuser, 
and you the false and fickle. 

Car. And to secure yourself from that disgrace, 
you prudently looked out in time for another lover. 

Laura. 1 can pardon your sneer, because you are 
mortified. 

Car. Mortified I 

Laura. Yes, mortified to the soul, Carlos ! 
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Car. [Stamping*] Madam ! madam ! 

Laura, This rage would have been all cool inso^ 
lence had I waited for your change — Scarcely 
would you have deigned to form a phrase of pity for 
me ; perhaps have bid me forget a man no longer 
worthy my attachment, and recommended me -to 
hartshorn and my women. 

Car, Has any hour, since I have first known you, 
given you cause for such unjust 

Laura' Yes, every hour — Now, Carlos I bring 
thee to the test ! — You saw, you liked, you loved 
me ; was there no fond trusting woman whom yon 
deserted, to indulge the transient passion ? Yes, one 
blessed with beauty, gentleness, and youth; one, 
who more than her own being loved- thee, who 
made thee rich, and whom thou madest thy wife. 

Car. My wife ! — here's a turn ! So to revenge the 
qaarrels of my wife. 

Laurcu No, do not mistake me — what I have 
done was merely to indulge myself, without more 
regard to your feelings, than you had to hers. 

Car. And you dare avow to my face, that you 
have a passion for another ? 

Laura, I do, and — for I am above disguise, I con- 
fess, so tender is my love for Florio, it has scarcely 
left a trace of that I once avowed for Carlos. 

,Car. Well, madam, if I hear this without some 
sadden vengeance on the tongue which speaks it, 
thank the annihilation of that passion, whose re- 
membrance is as dead in my bosom as in yours. Let 
us, however, part friends, and with a mutual ac- 
qoittal of every obligation — so give up the settle- 
ment of that estate, which left me almost a beggar. 

Laura, Give it up ! — ha ! ha ! no, Carlos, you 

consigned me that estate as a proof of lovo ; do 
not imagiBe, then, 1*11 give up the only part of our 
connexion of which I am not ashamed. 

Car, Base woman ! you know it was not a volun- 
tary gift^-after having in vain practised on my fond - 
ness, whilft in a state of intoxication, you prevailed 
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iadulgiuK it:icir in liHtred aud execrations. {_', 
Car. My vciigc!iii(-e siiall first fall ou her. ^. 
tag.] No, he shall Ijc the first victim, or 'twil 
compktc. — Uuduccil lu puvcri;, 1 cannot lii 
Oh, folly ! ivherc arc iiotv all llie gilded pr 

or my youtli? Had I but 'tis too late 

back, — rcnioi'se attccids ihn past, and ruii 
tvaita tne in the future! [. 



aCCNE IL— Do,"* CssAB's. 

ViiiToaiA c/((crs, i,., perusing a fetter; i 
Olivia, r. 

Olie. [Sj,rnl.:i as fiilerinir] ]f my father 
inquire (or iiic, tell him I am in IJunuiL Vi 
apartment- — Smiling, 1 protest 1 my dear 
cuusio, ivlierc have you purthdsed that bu 
look? 

Vkt. Tl is but April sunshine, I fear; b 
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fob your husband of bis eharmer's heart ! you must 
have used some witchery. 

Fict, Yes, powerful witchery — the knowledge of 
my sex. Oh ! did the men but know us, as well 
as we do ourselves ; — ^but, thank fate they do not — 
*t would be dangerous. 

Oliv. What, I suppose, you praised her under- 
standing, was captivated by her wit, and absolutely 
struck dumb by the amazing beauties of — her mind. 

Vict, Oh, no* — that*s the mode prescribed by the 
essayists on the female heart — ha ! ha ! ha ! — Not a 
woman breathing, from fifteen to fifty, but would 
rather have a compliment to the tip of her ear, or the 
turn of her ancle, than a volume in praise of her in- 
tellects. 

Oliv. So, flattery, then, is your boasted pill? 

Viet* No, that's only the occasional gilding ; but 
^tis in vain to attempt a description of what changed 
its nature with every moment. I was now attentive 
— now gay — then tender, then careless. I strove ra- 
ther to convince her that I was charming, than that 
I myself was charmed ; and when I saw love's arrow 
quivering in her heart, instead of falling at her feet, 
sung a triumphant air, and remembered a sudden 
engagement. 

Oliv. [Archly,] Would you have done so, had 
you been a man ? 

Vict. Assuredly — knowing what I now do as a 
woman. 

Oliv. But can all this be worth while, merely to 
rival a fickle husband with one woman, whilst he is 
netting his feather, perhaps, at half a score others ? 

Vict, To rival him was not my first motive. The 
Portuguese robbed mo of his heart ; I concluded she 
had fascinations which nature had denied to uie ; it 
was impossible to visit her as a woman; I, therefore, 
assumed the Cavalier, to study her, that I might, if 
possible, be to my Carlos, all he found in her. 

Oliv* Pretty humble creature ? 

Vict. In this adventure I learnt more than I cx« 
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,>piQBHS, without iT^li-itlioii. .Sliuiilil 1 liavL* shown 
greater solicitude Tov any thing, than for iben I 

Olio, The eveatproves that you should ; but how 
%a you be thus passive in your sorrow 1 since I hmd 
sBumedlhe man, I'd make him feelamaD'sresent- 
lent for such injuries. 

Vict. Oh, Olivia ! what resentment can I show 
> him 1 have vowed to honour, aod whom, both 
ly duty and my heart compel me yet to love. 

Oliv. Wliy, really now, X ihiuk — positively, there's 
thinking about it ; 'tis among llie arcana of the 

irried life, J suppose. 

yicl. You, who kuow mo, can judge how I suf- 
Ted in prosecuting my plan. 1 have thrown off the 
elicBcy of sex ; 1 h»ve worn ihe mask of love to ibe 
Estroyer of my |)eaco — but the ohject is too great to 
i abandoned — nothing lesa than lusave my husband 
oin ruin, and to restore him, again a lover, to my 
lilbful bosom. 

Ulii). Well, I confess, Victoria, I hardly know 
hMber most to hlamo or jiraise you ;but,ivith the 
!st of the world, I suppose, your sueccss will deter- 
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OU9. I want wedding shoes to-morrow ! if you 
are kept on water gruel till I mariTf that plump face 
of jrours will be chap-fallen, I believe. 

Gasp, Yes, truhr, I believe so too. Lackaday, 
did yon suppose I came to bring you news of your 
own wedding ? no such glad tidings for you, lady, be- 
lieve me. — You married ! I am sure the man \vho 
ties himself to you, ought to be half a salamander, 
and able to live in fire. 

Oliv, What marriage, then, is it, you do me the 
honour to inform me of ? 

Cktsp, Why, your father's marriage. You'll have 
a mother-in-law to-morrow, and having, like a duti- 
ful daughter, danced at the wedding, be immured in 
a convent for life. 

Olip. Immured in a convent ! then I'll raise sedi- 
tioB in the sisterhood, depose the abbess, and turn 
the confessor's chair to a go-cart. 

Gasp, So, the threat of the mother-in-law, which 
I thought would be worse than that of the abbess, 
does not frighten ye ? 

Qliv, No, because my father dares not give me one. 
—Marry, without my consent ! no, no, he'll never 
think of it, depend on't ; however, lest the fit should 
^row strong upon him, I'll go and administer my 
yolatiles to keep it under. [Exit l. n. 

Crosp. Administer them cautiously then : too 
itrong a dose of your volatiles would make the fit 
stubborn. Who'd think that pretty arch look be- 
longed to a termagant ? what a pity ! 'twould he 
worth a thousand ducats to cure her. 

Viet. Has Inis told you I wanted to converse with 
you in private. Gasper ? 

Ckisp. Oh, yes, madam, and I took particular no- 
tice, mat it was to be in private.— ^-Sure, says J, 
Mrs. Inis, Madam Victoria has not taken a fancy to 
me, and is going to break her mind. 

Hct, Whimsical! ha! ha! suppose I should. Gas- 
per? 

Grwp. Why, then, madam, I should say, fortune 



dancing a fandango. 

FUt, You hare seen my rich old uncle in tiw 
tiyf 

Qa$p* What, Don Sancho, who, with two 
of a century in his face, affects the misdemean 
yonth; hides his baldness with amber lodki 
complains of the tooth-ache, to make ^ov be 
that the two rows of ivory he carries m his 
grew there ? 

FUt. Oh, you know him, I find ; could yon ai 
bis character for an hour, and make love for 
you know, it must be in the style of King Rm 
the First. 

Gasp. Hang it ! I am rather too near his owii 
to appear an old man with effect, one should i 
above twenty; 'tis always so on the stage. 

Vict. Pho ! you might pass for Juan's grat 

Gasp, Nay, if your ladyship condesends to 
me, you have me. 

Vict, Then follow me ; for Don Csesar, I h< 
approaching — in the garden Til make you ace 
ted with my plan, and impress on your mind 
trait of my uncle's character. If you can hi 
off, the arts of Laura shall be foiled, and Car 
again Victoria's. [Exen 

Enter Don C.f.SAR, followed hy Olivia, 

C/Psar. No, no, 'tis too late — no coaxings ; 
resolved, 1 say. 

Oliv. But it is not too late, and you shan't 
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solved, I say. Indeed, now, V\\ be upon my guard 
with the next Don — what^s his name ? not a trace of 
the Xantippe left. — V\l study to be charming. 

Casar. TSay, you need not study it, you are always 
cbarmmgenough, if you would but hold your tongue. 
Oliv, Do you think so ? then to the next lover I 
won*t open my lips ; 1*11 answer every thing he says 
with a smile, and if he asks me to have him, drop a 
courtesy of thankfulness. 

Casar. Pshaw ! that*s too much t'other way ; you 
mre always either above the mark or below it ; you 
must talk, but talk with good humour. Can't you look 
gently and prettily, now, as I do ? and say, yes, sir, 
mod no, sir ; and 'tis very fine weather, sir ; and pray, 
sir, were you at the ball last night ? and, I caught a 
sad cold the other evening ; and bless me ! I hear 
Lncinda has run away with her footman, and Don 
Philip has married his housemaid ?— That's the way 
agreeable ladies talk ; you never hear any thing else. 
OHv, Very true ; and ;^ou shall see mo as agree- 
able as the best of them, if you won't give me a mo- 
ther-in-law to snub me, and set me tasks, and to take 
op aU the £ne apartments, and send up poor little 
Livy to lodge next the stars. 

diuar. Ha ! if thou wert but always thus soft and 
food- humoured, no mother-in-law in Spain, though 
she brought the Castilesfor her portion, should have 
power to snub thee. But, Livy, the trial's at hand, 
tor at this moment do I expect Don Vicentio to visit 
|on. He is but just returned from England, and, 
probably, has yet heard only of your beauty and for- 
tue ; 1 hope it is not from you he will learn the 
other part of your character. 

Oih, This moment expect him ! two new lovers 
in a day ? 

Ca$ar, Beginning already, as I hope to live ! ay, 
1 N6 'tis in vain ; I'll send him an excuse, and marry 
Mareella before night. 

OKe« Oh, no ! upon my obedience, I promise to be 
jnit the soft, civil creature, you have described. 

3 
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■I fenrhe is S(i perfectly ba 
I put him in aa ill temper will be in 
must try, bowovcr ; if 'lis possible i 
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SCENE III.— ^no(Arr Aparlment, 

Enter Cr.HAR onrf ViTitESTio, l. 

Tin. Presto, [iruslo, signiiirl uliere is the Olivia 
— Dot a niuiiient to spare. I left olV in all the fui 
of composition; iiiinums nur] crotchets have be( 
baltiJDg it through my hcuil the w hole day, and Ir 
ing a seniihrcve in G sliai'p, has matle mc a» flat i 
tloulilo V. 

Ctaar. Sharp ami flat I — trying asemihrove ! — ( 
— gad, sir ! I liiiil like not to hnvc unilcraEood yon 
but a scmibrcvc U somcihiiig of a deini-culverin, 
take it ; and yuii have hccu priietising the art militar 

fin. Art niilirnrv!— nhai, 5ir! are you una 
quHJntuil ivjth iiiii>cii! ! 

" ^' ■ ■ ■ ask p-.irihiii : then you I 
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in composing a passage in E octave ; if it does not 
cain more elastic vigour in a week, I shall be tempted 
to have it amputated, and supply the shake with a 
spring. 

Casar, Mercy ! amputate a finger, to supply a 

shake ! 

Ft«. Oh, that's a trifle in the road to reputation— 
to be talked of, is the summum bonum of this life. — 
A young man of rank should not glide through the 
world, without a distinguished rage, or, as they call 
it in England — a' hobby-horse. 

Casar. A hobby horse ! 

Fui. Yes ; that is, every man of figure determines 
on setting out in life, in that land of liberty, in what 
line to rum himself; aud that choice is called his hob- 
by-horse. One makes the turf his scene of action — 
another drives about tall phaetons, to peep into their 
neighbour's garret windows ; and a third rides his 
hobby-horse m parliament, where it jerks him some- 
times on oue side, and sometimes on the other ; some- 
times in, and sometimes out ; till at length, he is jerked 
out of his honesty, and his constituents out of their 
freedom. 

Casar. Ay ! Well, 'tis a wonder, that with such 
sort ef hobby-horses as these, they should still outride 
ail the world, to the goal of glory. 

Vin. This is all cantabile ; nothing to do T\-Ith the 
subject of the piece, which is Donna Olivia ; — pray 
give me the key note to her heart. 

Casar, Upon my word, signer, to speak in your 
own pharse, I believe that note has never yet been 
sounded. — Ah! here she comes! look at her — h,\'i 
she a fine girl ? 

Fin. Touching ! Musical, I'll be sworn ! her very 
air is harmonious ! 

desar, lAside,'] I wish thou may'st find her tongue 
so. 

Enter Olivia, courtesies profoundly to each. a. 

Daughter* receive Don Vincentio — his rank, fortune, 



Ufi how largftetio ia the heart, 
Huitcharmt sofortS can liefy I 

Donna Olivia, nvill you be contented to receive nu 
a lover ? 

Oliv* Yes, sir — ^No, sir. 

Vin, Yes, sir ! no, sir ! bewitching timidity ? 

Ceesar. Yes, sir, she^s remarkably timid,— -Sf 
in the right cue, I see. [Am 

Vin. T!1s clear you have never travelled.—! si 
be delighted to show you England.— You will tfa 
see how entirely timidity is banished the sex. 1 
must afiect a marked character, and maintaia it 
I all hazards. 

•V, Olw, 'Tis a very fine day, sir. 

i^ Vin. Madam! 

Oliv, I caught a sad cold the other evening.— Pr 
was you at the ball last night ? 

Vin, What ball, fair lady ? 

Oliv, Bless me ! they say, Lucinda has run av 
with her footman, and Don Philip has married 
house-maid. Now, am 1 not very agreeable? 

[Apart to Don Cm.8j 

Ccesar. O, such perverse obedience ! 

Vin. Really, madam, I have not the honour 
know Don Philip and liUcinda — nor am I haj 
enough, entirely to comprehend you. 

Oliv. Noll only meant to be agreeable — but, p 
haps, you have no taste for pretty little small talk 

Vin, Pretty little small talk ! 

Oliv. A marked character you admire ; so do 
dote on it. — I would not resemble the rest of 
"verld in any tiling 
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Ftn. My taste to the fiftieth part of a crotchet !— 
We shall agree admirahly wheti we are married i 

Oliv. And that will be unlike the rest of the world, 
and therefore, charming ! 

Caesar. [Aside.] It will do ! I have hit her humour 
at last; Why didnU this young dog ofibr himself be- 
fore ? 

Oliv. I believe, I have the honour to carry my 
taste that way, farther than you, Don Vineentio. 
Pray, now, wnat is your usual style in living ? 

r tn. My winters I spend in Madrid, as other peo- 
ple do. My summers I drawl through at my cas- 

OKv. As other people do ! — and yet you pretend 
to taiste and singularity, ha ! ha ! ha ! Good Don Vin- 
eentio, never talk of a marked character again. Go 
into the country in July, to smell roses and woodbines, 
when every body regales on their fragrance ! Now, I 
would rusticate only in winter, and my bleak castle 
should be decorated with verdure and flowers, amidst 
the soft zephyrs of December. 

Ctesar. yAsidt,] Oh, she'll go too far ! 

Oliv. On the leafless trees I would hang green 
branches — the labour of silk worms, and therefore, 
natural ; whilst my rose shrubs and myrtles should be 
scented by the first perfumers in Italy. Unnatural, 
indeed, but, therefore, singular and striking. 

Vin, Oh, charming ! You beat me, where 1 thought 
myself the strongest. Would they but establish 
newspapers here, to paragraph our singularities^ we 
should be the most envied couple in Spain! 

Ctesar. [Aside.] By St. Antony, he is as mad as 
she \S\ 

Vin. What say you, Don Caesar? Olivia, and her 
winter garden, and I and my music. 

Oliv. Music, did you say ? Music 1 1 am passion- 
ately fond of that! 

Caesar. She has saved my life ! I thought she was 

going to knock down his nobby-horse. [Aside. 

Vin. Yon enchant me ! I have the finest band in Ma- 

4* 
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CdBsar, Oh you ^Don Vincentio, [Crasus, c] 

ibis is oothing but perverseness, wicked perverseuess. 
Hussy !— didn't you shake, whea you mentioned a 
garret 1 didn't bread and water, and a step-mother, 
come into your head at the same time ? 

Vin. Piano, piano, good sir ! Spare yourself all 
farther trouble. Should the Princess of Guzzarat, 
and all her diamond mines, offer themselves, 1 would 
not accept them, in lieu of my band— a band, that 
has half ruined me to collect. I would have allow- 
ed Donna Olivia a blooming garden in winter ; I 
would even have procured barrenness and snow for 
her in the dog-days ; but, to have my band insulted ! 
—to have my knowledge in music slighted ! — to be 
roused from all the energies of composition, by the 
drone of a Jew's-harp, I cannot breathe underthe idea. 

Casar. Then — then you refuse her, sir ! 

Ftfi. I cannot use so harsh a word — I take my 
leave of the lady. — Adieu, madam — I leave you to 
•njoT your solos, whilst 1 fly to the raptures of a 
crash. [Exit, l. 

[Cjesar goes up to her, and look* her in the face ; 
then goes offunthout speaking, l. 

Oliv. Mercy ; that silent anger is terrifying : I read 
a young mother-in-law, and an old lady abbess, in< 
every line of his face. 

JCn^er Victoria, r. 

Well, you heard the whole, I suppose-^heard poor 
unhappy me scorned and rejected, 

Vict. I heard you in imminent danger; and ex- 
pected Signer Da Capo would have snapped you 
npt in spite of caprice and extravagance. 

Oliv. Oh, they charmed, instead of scaring him. 
I soon found, that my only chance was to fall across 
hb caprice. Where is the philosopher who could 
withstand that? 

Viet. But what, my good cousin, does all this tend 
to? 

Oliv. I dare say you can guess. Penelope had ne- 
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ver cheated her lovers with a never-endiDg web, had 
she not had an Ulysses. 

Vict, An Ulysses ! what, are you then married? 

Oliv. O no, not yet ! but, believe me, my desi^ 
is not to lead apes ; nor is my heart an icicle. If yoi 
choose to know more, put on your.veil, and slip widl 
me through the garden, to the Prado. 

Vict, 1 can't, indeed. I am this moment going ta 
dress en homme to visit the impatient Portuguese. 

Oliv. Send an excuse ; for, positively, you go with 
me. Heaven and earth ! I am going to meet a man! 
whom I have been fool enough, to dream and think 
of these two years, and I douH know that ever he 
thought of me in his life. 

Vict. Two years discovering that? 

Oliv. lie has been abroad. The only time I ever 
■aw him was at the Duchess of Medina's — there 
wxre a thousand people; and he was so elegant, so 
careless, so handsome ! — In a word, though he sef 
off for France the next morning, by some witchcraft 
or other, he has been before my eyes ever since. 

Vict. Was the inip»ession mutual ? 

Oliv. He hardly noticed me. I was then a bash- 
ful thing just out of a convent, and shrunk from 
observation. 

Vict, Why, I thought you were going to meet 
him. 

Oliv. To be sure ; I scut him a command this 
morning, to be at the Prado. I am determined to 
find out if his heart is engaged, and if it is— 

Vict. You'll cross your arms, and crown your 
brow with willows ? 

Oliv. No, positively ; not whilst we have myrtles. 
I would prefer Julio, 'tis true, to all his sex; but il 
he is stupid enough to be insensible to me, I shanM 
for that reason, pine like a gir(, on chalk and oat- 
meal. — No, no ; in that case, I shall form a nevv 
plan, and treat my future lovers witfi more civility. 

Vict. You are the only woman in love, I evci 
heard talk reasonably. 



'• •>." 



'mut.^-^''- -^ 



•Wf •V ' t*--: 



I.] FOR A HUSBAND. 38 

; Well, prepare for the Prado, and 1*11 give 
letson against your days of widowhood, 
f on wish this the moment, Victoria ? A pretty 
- at four-and-twenty has more snhjects, and 
ir empire, than the first monarch upon earth, 
to see you in your weeds. 
• Never may you see them ! Oh, Olivia ! my 
less, my life, depend on my hushand. The 
ope of still being united to him, gives me 
in my affliction, and enables me to suj^rt 
tie period of his neglect with patience. 

[Exeunt^ a.. 



ACT HI. 

SCENE 1.—^ long Street. 

enters from a Garden Crate inJUU^ with pre- 
iion ; a Servant, within, fastens the (kite. 

9. Yes, yes, bar the gate fast, Cerberus, lest 
>ther curious traveUer should stumble on youi 
}s.— If ever 1 am so caught again^- 

I A enters, l. ; going hastily across, Julio 
seiTjes him. 

jrarcia, never make love to a woman in a 

. Why so, pr*ythee ? Veils and secrecy are the 
Qgredieots in a Spanish amour ; but in two 
Julio, thou art grown absolutely French, 
0. That may be ; but if ever I trust to a veil 

may no lovely, blooming beauty ever trust 
(Vhy dost know, I have been an hour at the 

a creature, whose first birth-day must have 
cept the latter end of the last century, and 

trembling, weak voice, I mistook for the ti^ 

idence of bashful fifteen ! 

. Ha ! ha ! ha ! What a happiness to have seen 
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thee in thy raptures, petitionrng for half a fflanetf 
only, of the charms the envious veil coDcealea! 

Julio, Yes ; and ^vhen she unveiled her Grothie 
countenance, to render the thing completely ridicn-' 
lous, she began moralizing ; and positively would 
not let me out of the snare, till I had persuaded her 
she had worked a conversion, and that I'd nevei' 
make love — but in an honest way, again. 

Gar, Oh, that honest way of love-making is de- 
lightful, to be sure ! I had a dose of it this morning; 
but, happily, the ladies have uot yet learned to veii 
their tempers, though they have tlieir faces. 

Enter Don Vincentio, r* 

Vin, Julio ! Garcia! congratulate me ! — Such an 
escape ! Crosses to c- 

Julio, What have you escaped ? 

Vin, Matrimony. 

Gar, Nay, then our congratulations may be mu- 
tual. I have had a matrimonial escape too, this ve- 
ry day. I was almost on the brink oi the ceremony 
with the veriest Xantippe ! 

Vin, Oh, that was not my case — mine was a 
sweet creature, all elegance, all life. 

Julio. Then whero's the cause of congratulation? 

Vin, Cause ! why she's ignorant of music ! prefers 
a jig to acanzonetta, and a Jew's-harp to a penta- 
chord. 

Gar, Had my nymph no other fault, I would par- 
don that, for she was lovely and rich. 

Vin, Mine, too, was lovely and rich ; and, I'll be 
sworn, as ignornnt of scolding, as of the gama I— 
but not to know music ! 

Julio. Gentle, lovely, and rich I and ignorant on- 
ly of music ? 

Gar. A venial crime indeed ! if the sweet creature 
will marry mo, she shall carry a Jew's-harp always 
in her tram, as a Scotch laird does his bagpipes. I 
wish you'd give me your interest. 

Fin, Oh, most willingly, if thou hast so gross aa 



Sm^cm - 
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ion; ril name thee as a dull-souled, largo 

to her father, Don Caesar. 

Csesar! what Don Caesar? 

De Zuni^a. 

Impossi1)le ! 

Oh, I'll answer for her mother. So much 

Zuoiga, her father, that he docs not know 

rove from a culverin ! 

The name of the lady ? 

Olivia. 

Why you must be mad — that's my teiilia* 

Termagant! — ha! ha! ha! Thou hast cer- 
3me vixen of a mistress, who infects thy ears 
i the whole sex. Olivia is timid and elegant. 
By Juno, there never existed such a scold ! 
By Orpheus, there never was a gayer tem- 
ireature ! — Spirit enough to be charming, 
11. If she loved harmony, I'd marry her to- 

r 
• 

. Ha ! ha ! what a ridiculous jangle ! 'Tis 
you speak of two different women. 
I speak of Donna Olivia, heiress to Don 
de Zuniga. 

I speak of the heiress of Don Csesar de Zu- 
ho is called Donna Olivia. 

Sir, I perceive you mean to insult me. 
Your perceptions are very rapid, sir, hut if 
lose to think so, I'll settle that point with you 
ately : But for fear of consequences, Fli fly 
and add the last bar to my concerto, and then 
au where you please. [CrosstSj i.. 

. Pho! this is evidently misapprehension. 
«, €.] To clear the matter up, I'll visit the 

you'll introduce me, Vincentio ;— but you 
)th promise to be governed in this dispute, by 
ision. 

ril introduce you with joy, if you'll try to 
Ic her of the necessity of music, and the 
of harmony. 
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Gixr. Yes, she needs tha t You'll find her all 
Jar and discord. 

Julio. Come, no more, Garcia; thou art butt 
sort of male vixen thyself. Melodious Vineentioi 
when shall I expect you ? 

Vin- This evening. 

Jtdio. Not this evening ; I have engaged to me«t 
a goldfinch in a grove — then I shall have music, yoi 
rogue ! 

Ftn. It wonH sing at night. 

Julio, Then V\\ talk to it till the morning, and 
hear it ]M>ur out its matins to the rising sun. Call 
on me to-morrow ; Pll then attend you to Donnt 
Olivia, and declare faithfully the impression her 
character makes on me. — Come, Garcia, I must not 
leave you together, lest his crotchets and your mi- 
nums should fall into a crash of discords. 

[Exeunt, Vincentio, l., Julio and Garcia, i> 

SCENE IL— TA* Prado. 

Enter Don Carlos, r. 

Car. All hail to the powers of burgundy ! Three 
flasks to my own share ! What sorrows can ataiid 
against three flasks of burgundy? I was a damned 
melancholy fellow this morning, going to shoot my- 
self, to get rid of my troubles. — Where are my trou- 
bles now ? Gone to the moon, to look for my wits ; 
and there I hope they'll remain together, if one can- 
not come back without t'other. But where is this 
indolent dog, Julio ? He fit to receive appointmenti 
from ladies ! Sure I have not missed the nour— No, 
but seven yet— [LooArin^ at his uratc^.]-— Seven's 
the hour, by all the joys of burgundy ! The rogue 
must be here— let's reconnoitre. [Retires, r. 

Enter Victoria and Olivia, veiled, l. u. e. 
Oliv. Positively, mine's a pretty spark, to let me 
be first at the place of appointment. I have half 
resolved to go home again, to punish him. 
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Vict, ril answer for its being but half a resolii 
tion — ^to make it entire, would be to punish your. 
lelf. — There's a solitary man — is not that he ? 

Oliv, I think not. If he'd please to turn his fac/- 

this way— 

Vict' That's impossible, while the loadstone is 
the other way. He is looking at the woman in thr 
next walk. Can't you disturb him ? 

Oliv. [Screams,'] Oh ! a frightful frog ! 

[Carlos turns an r. 

Vict. Heavens, 'tis my husband ! 

Oliv. Your husband ! Is that Don Carlos ? 

Vict. It is indeed. 

Oliv. Why, really, now I see the man, I don't 
wonder that you are in no hurry for your weeds. 
He is moving towards us. 

Vict. I canaot speak to him, and yet my soul fliers 
to meet him. 

Car. Pray, lady, what occasioned that pretty 
scream ? I shrewdly suspect it was a trap. 

Oliv. A trap ! ha ! ha ! ha !— a trap for you ! 

Car. Why not, madam ? Zounds, a man near six 
feet high, and three flasks of burgundy in his hearl. 
IB worth laying a trap for. 

Olw. Yes, unless he happens to be trapped beforr . 
'Tis about two years since you was caught, I take it 
— ^o keep farther off i^-Odious ! a married man ! 

Car. The devil ! is it posted under every saint in 
the street, that I am a married man ? 

Oliv. No, you carry the marks about you ; that 
meful phiz could never belong to a bachelor. Be- 
•ides, there's an odd appearance on your temple? — 
does your hat sit easily ? 

Car. By all the thorns of matrimony, if— 
Oliv. Poor man ! how natural to swear by what 
one feels-*-bat why were you in such haste to gather 
the thorns of matrimony? Bless us! had you but 
looked about you a little, what a market might have 
been made of that fine, proper, promising person of 
yours. ' 

A 
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f. Oh, delightful ! the scrawl of some chambcr- 

or, perhaps, of your valet, to give you an air. 

8 it signed ? Marriatomes ? Tomasa ? Sancha .' 

> Nay, now I am convinced the letter is yours, 

'ou abuse it : so you may as well confess ? 

'. Suppose I should, you can*t be sure that I 

deceive you. 

). True ; but there is one point in which I 

lade a vow not to be deceived ; therefore, the 

inary is, that you throw off your veil. 

. My veil i 

K Positively ! if you reject this article, our 

ition ends. 

. You have no right to offer articles, unless 

m yourself conquered. 

». I own myself willing to be conquered, and 

herefore, a right to make the best terms 1 

Do you accede to the demand ? 

Certainly not. 
». You had better. 

I protest I will not. 

. lAside.] My life upon^t, 1 make you. Why, 
I, how absurd this is !— yet, 'tis of no conse- 
, f<vr I know your features, as well as though 
hem. 

How can that be ? 
. I judge of what you hide, by what I sec — 

draw your picture. 

Charming ! pray begin the portrait. 
. Imprimis, a broad high forehead, rounded 
op, like an uld-fashioned gateway. 

Oh, horrid ! 
. Little gray eyes, a sharp nose, and hair, the 
)f rusty prunella. 

Odious ! 

Pale cheeks, thin lips, and— — 

Hold, hold, thou viliaerl [Throws off her 
nnlcfi on one knee,] There ! yes, kneel in Con- 
or your malicious libel. 

Say, rather, in adoration. What a charm- 
iture ! 
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Juliii. I Ijeliev (!, 'tin iitit OKIomiiaraneou 
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» 
Julio. 'Twould be barbarous — ^we'll retire as far 
off at yon please. 

Oliv- But we retire separately, sir ; that lady is a 
woman of honour, and this moment of the greatest 
importance to her. You may, however, cooduct mo 
to the gate, on cooditioo that you leave me instantly. 
Julio. Leave her instantly — oh, then 1 know my 
cue. [Exit together^ R, V. E. 

Enter Carlos, l., followed by Victoria, unwikd. 

Cat' [Looking back on her,] My wife ! 

Vict. Oh, Heavens ! I will veil myself again. I 
will bide my face for ever from you, if you will still 
feast my ears with those soft vows, which, a moment 
since, you poured forth so eagerly. 

Car, My wife .'^-making love to my own wife ! 

Vict. Why should one of the dearest moments of 
my life be to you so displeasing ? 

Car, So, 1 am caught in this snare, by way of 
agreeable surprise, I suppose. 

Vict, 'Would you could think it so ! 

Car, No, madam ! by Heaven, 'tis a surprise fatal 
to every hope with wnich you may have flattered 
yourself. What I am I to be followed, haunted, 
watched I 

Vict, Not to upbraid you. I followed you because 
my eaatle, without you, seemed a dreary desert. In- 
deed, I will never upbraid you. 

Car. Generous assurance ! never upbraid me— no, 
by Heavens ! 1*11 take care you never shall. She has 
touched my soul, but I dare not yield to the impres- 
rion. Her softness is worse than death to me f 

[Aside, 

Vict, * Would I could find words to please you ! 

Car. Yon cannot ; therefore leave me, or suffer me 
to to, without attempting to follow me. 

net. Is it possible you can be so barbarous ? 

Car. Do not expostulate ; your first vowed duty 
is obedience — that word so grating to your sex. 

Viet, To me it was never grating ; to obey you lias 

1* 
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Cnc. F«!ly I Nonanusv ! 

Julio. Folly ! N'ona«n9t» ! Whai. apretty' 
•inilo 1— IjuI you iuarricd follow* havea«it 
iioi-joy. 

(Sir, Psliaivl [CroMM.an 

Julio. I'shniv ! lliai'itn Imalinnd ! ilutufili- 
luy fair ouu stiuulil ivatit to dubase me Inti 
iiuiiiial; slie cnu't havi. mi riiiicli villaiiy il 
pui-ilioil; Hfiilyot. il'slitshuutJI pliQ! it w 
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Caaar, Egad, now it comes to the push ! lAside.] 
heuif hem !— but just nineteen, you say ? 
Vasq. Exactly, the eleventh of last month. 
C^aar, Pity it was not twenty. 
Va»q» Why, a year can make no dififerenco, I 
should thiuk. 

Caaar, O, yes it does ; a year's a great deal ; they 
are so skittish at nineteen. 

VoMq. Those who are skittish at nineteen, I fear, 
you won't find much mended at twenty. Marcella 
IS very grave, and a pretty little, plump, fai r ■ 

Caesar. Ay, fair a^ain ! pity she isn't brown, or 
olive— I like your olives. 

Vaaq. Brown and olive ! you are very whimsical, 
my old friend ! 

Casar. Why, these fair girls are so stared at by 
the men ; and the young fellows, now-a-days, have 
a damned impudent stare with them — 'tis very 
abashing to a woman— very distressing ! 

Vasq. Yes, so it is ; but happily their distress is 
of that nature, that it generally goes off in a simper. 
But come, I'll send Marcella to you, and she will— 

[Crosses, r. 
Csesar. No, no ; stay, my good friend. [Gasping.] 
>;- Yon are in a violent hurry .* 

^ Vasq. Why, truly, signer, at our time of life, when 
^ we determine to marry, we have no time to lose. 
'-'^ Cissar, Why, that's very true, and so— oh ! St. 
L ^ Antony, now it comes to the point— -but there can 
'• - be no barm in looking at her— a look won't bind us 
jyy for better for worse. [Aside.] Well, then, if you have 
a mind, I say, you may let me see her. 

[JEn'f VAsquEZ, r. 
[Casar puts on his sj^ctacles.] Ay, here she comes 
— —I hear her— trip, trip, trip ! I don't like that step, 
lar A woman should always tread steadily, with digni- 
ty, It awes the men. 

,j^r. Enter YAsquEz, leading Marcella, r. 

Vasq. There, Marcella, behold your future hu«j- 




Ctmat, Wum'—^oQi nonpli 
in.niiF'.i Oh! rliat ^ye, I dou'llike that ejB. 

MiiT. Mv fiillier cominaDded me 

Caaar. Yen, I know— I knniv. [To Af»-.] 

ton L louk Hgain, tbpre is a son of a modest- 

tinT iioile ', that aniJIe will never do. [^ 

Mar- 1 undurBtaiid. xigDor, ihatyoo have del 

I nd my hand inraarriiif;'!, 

Casar Upoii my word, plump to lliepoiotlf^ 
\'t3, 1 i1i(l a son or— I can 'I ^ay liul ihatl dii 
Jt/nr. I !iin not ioMtuiblt: of tbe faonour f 
I mcsir. bui — hut 

Cmaai. But ! — What, don't you like the tbo 
or ilie match 1 

Mar. Oh, jcs, sir, yes— exceedingly. I 
I nai say do. [j 

1 Cirear. Oh, you do— exceedingly! What. T 
I pD«(<. cliilil, your heail is full al jen-elB, and t 
I aiKl equipage ? [H'ith ill Aui 

Mnc. No. indeed, *ir. 
Casar. No. what then? 



oxpoet to leoil, -when yuu are i 
I ploaiur«B d'ye look Tonvard lo 1 

MnT. Nods. 

Cmbt. Hey ! 

Mar- I shall obey my fathei. sir; 
lou i but I Bhall bo most ivrcwhod : 

CffMT. Ipdeed I 

Mar There U not a fate 1 would ui 
I pardon me ! 

rvtitT. Go on. go on, I nei'oi- wai 
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Mar. Pleased at my reluctance ! 

Cauar, Never, never better pleased in my life ; — 
»o yoa had really, now, you young baggage, rather 
liave me for a grandfather, than a husband ? 

Mar* Fomve my frankness, sir*-a thousand times ! 
G^Bfor. Biy dear girl, let me kiss your hand. — 
JBgad ! you've let me off charminglv. I was fright- 
ened out of my wits, lest you should have taken as 
violent an inclination to the match, as your father 
hu. 

Mar, Dear sir, you charm me. 

C^tsar. But harkye ! — ^you'll certainly incur your 
farther's anger, if 1 don't take the refusal entirely 
on myself, which I will do, if you*ll only assist me 
in a httle business I have in hand. 

JIfar. Any thing to show my gratitude. 

Ctesar, You must know, I can't got my daughter 
to marry- there's nothing on earth will drive her to 
it, but the dread of a mother-in-law. Now, if you 
will let it appear to her, that you and I are driving 
to the goal of matrimony, I believe it willdo^-what 
say you ? shall we be lovers in play ? 

MOT, If you are sure it will be only in play. 

Caesar. Oh, my life upon't— but we must be very 
fond, you know. 

Afar. To be sure— exceedingly tender ; ha I ha ! 
ha! 

Casar. You must smile upon me, now andfthen, 
roguishly; and slide your hand into mine, when you 
are sure she sees you, and let me pat your cheek, 
and 

Mar, Oh, no farther, pray ; that will be quite 
sufficient. 

Caaar, Gad, I begin to take a fancy to your 
rogue's face, now I'm in no danger ; mayn't we — 
mayn't we salute sometimes, it will seem infinitely 
more natural. 

Afar. Never! such an attempt would make mo 
ily off at once. 

Caaar, Well, you must be lady governess iu this 




arms against Don Cesar. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— DoNirA LAinui'a. 

Enier Domita Lauba aiMf Pj»so» ii 

Laura, Well, Pedro, hast thou seen Dojpr 
PeeL Yes, Donna. 

Laura. How did he look when he read mi 
Ped, Mortal well ; I. never see'd hinr loo! 

— he'd got a new cloak, and a— 

Laura. Pho, blockhead ! did he look pleai 
he kiss my name ? did he press the billet to 
8om with all the warmth of love ? 

Fed. No, he didn't warm in that way; buj 
another, for he put it into the fire. 

Laura. How ! 

Ped. Yes, when I spoke, he started, for, ] 
he had forgot that I was by— So, says he, g 
and tell Donna Laura, I fly to her presence. 

[She waves her hand for hh 

Laura. Is it possible ? so contemptuousl;j 
stroy the letter, in which my whole heart ovei 
with tenderness ! Oh, how idly I talk ! he i 
his very voice pierces my heart ! I dare nc 
liis eye, thus discomposed ! \] 
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EInfer Victoria, l., in mtiCs clothes^ prectded hy 

Saxvcha. 

^Sofi. I will ioform my mistress that yon are hero, 
Don Florio ; I thought she had been in this apart- 

VUU Now must I, with a mind torn by anxie- 
once more assume the lover of my husband's 
mMtrew of the woman, who has robbed me of his 
lieartt and his children of their fortune. Sure, my 
tukishard. Oh, love! Oh, married love, assist 
me ! Iff can, by any art, obtain from her that fatal 
deed, I shall save my little ones from ruin, and then 
—But I hear her step. [Agitated^ pressing htr hand 
«A htr 6osom.]— There ! I have hid my griefs with- 
in my heart, and, now for all the impudence of an 
accomplished cavalier ! [ Sings an atr, stts her hat 
in the glasB^ dances a few steps, Sfc. then rttns to 
Laura, lu^and seizes her hand,] My lovely Laura ! 

Laura. That look speaks Laura loved, as well 
as lovely. 

Vict, To be sure! Petrarch immortalized his 
Lanra bj his verses, and mine shall be immortal in 
my passion. 

Jsoura. Oh, Florio, how deceitful ! I know not 
what enchantment binds me to thee. 

Fiet, Me ! my dear I is all this to me ? 

[Playing carelessly with the feather in her hat, 

Laura. Ves, ingrate, thee I 

Vict. Positively, Laura, you have these extrava- 
ganciea so often, I wonder my passion can stand 
them. To be plain, those violences in your temper 
may make a pretty relief in the flat of matrimony, 
child, but they do not suit that state of freedom 
which is necessary to my happiness. It was by 
such destructive arts as those you cured Don Carlos 
of his love. 

Laura. Cured Don Carios ! Oh, Florio! wert 
thou but as he is ? 

Vict. Why, you don't pretend he loves you still ? 

\Eagerly, 

! 



my hopes new life. [AntUJ] Yes, Flom 
knows what it is to love. For ma 1 
beaateons mfe ; nay, and with me he n 
hisconntry* 

Vkt. Villun ! Villain ! 

Laura. Nav* let nottbethoogbtdistpe 
—Carlos I despise-^-he is the weakest c 

VkU 'Tis false, madam, youcannot'd 
Carlos the weakest of mankind ! He» 
woman coold resist him? PersuasuMi , 
tongue, and love, almighty love, trinmpi 
eyes! 

Laura. This is strange ; you speak of ; 
with the admiration of a mistress. 

VicU Laura ! it is the fate of jealousy t 
love, to see the charms of its object, incre 
heightened. I am jealous— jealous to dis 
of Don Carlos ; and cannot taste peace, unh 
swear never to see him more. 

Laura. I swear, joyfully swear, never tc 
or speak to him again. When, dear yout 
we retire to Portugal ?— We are not safe he 

Vict, You know I am not rich.— You mi 
sell the lands my rival gave you. 

[Observing her toith apprei 

Laura. *Tis done — I have found a purchai 
to-morrow the transfer will be finished. 

Vict. [Aside.'^ Ah I I have now, then, no 
trust to but the mgenuity of Gasper. Then 
son to fear Don Carlos had no right in that 
with which you supposed yourself endowc 
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Zjwra. No right! ivhat could have given you 
those Baspicions 7 

¥let. A conversation with Juan, his steward, who 
ttrares me his master never had an estate in Leon. 

Umra, Never I what, not by marriage ? 

Ftet. Juan says so. 

lioura. My blood runs cold; can I have taken 
pains to deceive myself ?«-Could I think so, I 
should be mad I 

Viet. These doubts may soon be annihilated, or 
confirmed to certainty .^-1 have seen Don Sancho, 
the uncle of Victoria; he is now in Madrid.^-You 
have told me that he once professed a passion for 
yon. 

Laura. Oh> to excess ; but at that time I had an- 
other object. 

Viet. Mave you conversed with him much? 

Laura, I never saw him nearer than from my 
balcony, where he used to ogle me through a glass, 
anspended by a ribbon, like an order of knighthood ; 
he 18 weak enough to fancy it gives him an air of dis- 
tinction—Ha! ha! But where can I find him? I 
must see him. 

Viet. Write him a billet, and 1 will send it to his 
lodgings. 

Zcmrtis, Instantly— Dear Florio, a new prospect 
opens to me-— Don Sancho is rich and generous ; 
and, by playing on his passions, his fortune may be 
a constant fund to us.«-I*ll dip my pen in flattery. 

l^Exitf R. 

Viet. Base woman ! how can I pity thee, or re- 
gret the steps which my duty obliges me to take ? 
For niyself, I would not swerve from the nicest 
line of rectitude, nor wear the shadow of deceit. 
But, for my children !— Is there a parental heart 
that will not pardon me ? [Exit, r. 

SCENE II— Don Cesar's. 
Enter Olivia and Minette, r. 
Olh. Well, here we are in private— what is this 
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lifyou'll but liave 
Shu najB [tmt, i)uu Citsar auJ she a 
Bgrei'iT — 

Ufh. Stilhvith tliot smirking Tace 1 — 
patii'iice. 

Mill. Tlieu, niaiUim, ir j^ou wun'l lot 

■lory, pinase In read it Ueie'a a 

UuniiuMarRclln. 

Oliv. Why diii you no) give it mo at 

Min, IlecaiiBe I .U.rnt like to l>o cut 

kUiry. If iirature were oliiigeil to come 
ni oner, mercy uii us! nhai trapaa 
iroRhiiiiUl lose- 1 

Oliv. Oh, Mlnoim! I give you leai 
ii);ain — listen. [J^lalU.^ J niw wore ter 
iJra of !K(.;„(,:g ;ii.urfatluT'a wife, thai 
'iii'IIict: and Don C 
:■ u>.—IU o..ly „»ai 
,.,md /Ww,»n*M 
/ hint; l/ul, tt-katev 
•I Utat nolKing is la 
}kui ht aliDuld btcoim the hv»lianii 
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heM dibose themtelves in raisiDg batteries ; my re- 
nfFid' life shaU tumble them about their ears, in 
fce'riibment my poor father is singing his lo's for 
ictory.— But here come the lovers — AVell, I pro- 
Mt noWi siSLteen and sixty is a very comely sight. 
^*Tis contrast gives effect to every thing.^-Lud ! 
ow my father ogles ! I had no idea he was such a 
ttrt of man. I am really afndd he isn*t quite so 
Odd as he should be I 

JBnier Don Casar, letiding Marcklla, i*. 

€kuar, H— um ! Madam looks very placid ; we 
lafl discompose her, or I am mistaken, [^par^.] So, 
HiTia* here's Donna Marcella come to visit yoo— 
MM^b, as matters are, that respect is due from you. 
€nm. I an sensible of the condescension. My dear 
Ift'auit bow very good this is ! \Talemg her hand. 
(JiUfax. Yes, yoa'U think yourself wonderfully 
Uiged, when you know all ! [Aside.'l Pray, Donna 
Etfreelb^ what do you think of these apartments ? 
-The furniture and decorations are my daughter's 
iMbt; would you wish then to remain, or will you 
iTe orders to have them changed ? 
Mar, Changed, undoubtedly ; I can have nobo- 
fB taste govern my apartments but my own. 
C^nar. Ah that toucnes !— See how she looks !— 
ljMErl.1 They shall receive your orders.— Yon nn- 
sntana, 1 suppose, from this, that every thing is 
Ced on between Donna Marcella and me ? 
OUOm Yes, sir ; I understand it perfectly ; and it 
.▼es me infinite pleasure. 
Cduar, £h ! pleasure ? 
Oliv. Entirely, si r 

Casar. Tol-<Je-rol ! Ah, that wont do— that wont 
> ! You can*t hide it. — You are frightened out of 
>ur wits at the thoughts of a mother-in-law ; espe- 
ally a young, gay, handsome one. 
Oftv. Pardon me, sir ; the thought of a mother- 
i-Iaw was indeed disagreeable ; but her being 
onng and gay qnidifies it. I hope, ma'am, 
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18 caarram^ 10 Mi 

^.v * cited situation. 

Casar, Here ! here's an obstinate pervi 
Otiv, Bless me, sir, are you angry tlu 
'? forward to your marriage without mni 

'f^ Ca8€tr. Yes, I am — ^yes, I am ; youough 

'%^ mur ; and you ought to— to— to— 

^^ Olivt Deeur me ! I find love, takeil up la- 

has a bad effect on the temper.— I wish, 
papa, you had felt the mfluence of DonnaJM 
charms somewhat sooner. 

Casear. You do ! you do ! why this mi 
put on. — ^This can't be real. 

Oliv. Indeed, indeed it is ; and I protest* 
gagement with this lady has given me m 
sure than I have tasted ever since you begai 
me about a husband. You seem deten 
have a marriage in the family ; and I hop< 
shall live in quiet, with my dear, sweet, yc 
ther-in-law. 

Casar. Oh, ! oh ! [Walking about.] W 
ever— [Cro«5cs, c.j She doesn't care for a 
in-law ! — Can't frighten her ! 

Oliv. Sure, my fate is very peculiar ; t] 
pleased with your choice, and submitt; 
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Aftn. WeD, really, my master is in a piteous 
bmsfioo; he seems more an^ry at your liking 
aia marriage, than at your refusing to be mar- 
ried yourself.— Woulan't it have been better, 
madam, to have affected discontent ! 

Oliv. To what purpose, but to lay myself open to 
fresh solicitations, in order to get rid of the evil I 
pretended to dread ? Bless us ! nothing can be more 
easy than for my father to be gratified, if he were 
bat Incky in the choice of a lover. 

Afin. As much as to say, madam, that there is— 

Oltv. Why, yes, as much as to say*-I see you are 
raaolved to have my secret, Minette, and 



Enter Servant, l. 

Serv- There is a gentleman at the door, madam, 
called Don Julio de Melessina. He waits on you 
from Don Vincentio. 

Oliv, Who ? Don Julio ! it cannot be— art thou 
■ore of his name 1 

Sen. The servant repeated it twice. He is in a 
ino carriage, and seems to be a nobleman. 

Oltv. Conduct him hither. [Exit Servaiit, l.] I 
am astonished! I cannot see him ! I would not have 
him know the incognita to be Olivia, for worlds !~- 
Thera is but one way. [Aside,] Minette, ask no ques- 
tions ; but do as I order you.— Receive Don Julio in 
my name ; call yourself the heiress of Don Cesar; 
aim on no account suffer him to believe that you are 
any thii^ else. [Exit, a. 

Aftfk So, then, this is some new lover she is de- 
termined to disgust ; and fancies, that making me 
pass for her will complete it. Perhaps her ladyship 
may be mistaken though.— [ZrOoAnng* through the 
ipiii^.1— -Upon my word a sweet man I Oh, lud ! my 
heart oeats at the very idea of his making love to me, 
even though he takes me for another ! Stay ! I 
think he shan't find me here. Standing in the middle 
af a room gives one's appearance no effect. I'll 
•Dter vpmiliim with an easy Bwim* or an engaging 
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• iIg Melcssina. 1 nul 

Hlml tiiaocyou. sii'. 

Julio, [Atide-] Averycourieousrecep 
liooDur meiuHuitrly, madani. I must 3 
walriiiK niiyou iviiliuui a bcner introdi 

V;„., ,:i;.. (.,..,..-.,! i.Kirtaulmo;buta 

i;l- li ■ ' ;■ u-i iif Ibe tow U. at 

I I'l I'lilier. 

i/;.i. 1 — ^ !■!,, air, heisveryfoi 

Jr.!,.,. 11. r.. i,i.iil,llll : Vdu, 1 SUpp< 

jiasiiiuu f-ii iliiLt cliuiniiiig Bcieoee 1 
Mill. Ol), yt's, I love il miehtily- 
Julio. [A*iife.\Thh ialucky i I tliinkl 

Domia Ulivin, that yiiur tasi.o that vrny 

Tou iu-D fanil ol'a " 'fiutli, I can liard 
Atidt.] — iifa Jew's-harp. [Smalktri 

Min. AJovVliarpI Meicyl What, (J 
a permiii of my liiitb aaA figure, cau ha* 

cies as iliBt 7 No, sir, I love fiddles. V 

iiihors, »nil all ihe cheerl'ul. uulsy ii 
norltl. 

Jh/i". lAiiih.] Vliicotitio must have 
BikI 1 US mail as he, lo niimtion il 
fotiil of Funvi-rts. madam 'I 

Mill. D»te on them ! I wish lie'il ufler 
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Mill. There is a grand public concert, sir, to be 
'to-morrow. Pray, do you go ? 

JyUo. I believe I shall have that pleasure, madam. 

itftn. My father, Don Caesar, won't let me pur- 
«ha8e a ticket : 1 think if s very hard. 

JvUo. Pardon me — I think it's perfectly right. 

Mtn. R^ht ! what, to refuse me a trifline expense, 
that would procure me a great pleasure? 

JvHio, Yes, doubtless — the ladies are too fond of 
pleasare : I think Don Caesar is exemplary. 

Afin. Lord, sir ! you'd think it very hard, if you 
were me, to be locked up all your life ; and know 
nothing of the world hut what you could catch 
throngh the bars of your balcony. 

JtUto, Perhaps I might ; but, as a man, I am con- 
▼inced 'tb right. Daughters and wives should be 
equally excluded those destructive haunts of dissi- 
pation. Let them keep to their embroidery, nor 
ever presume to show their faces but at their own 
firesides. This will bring out the Xantippe, 
Bnreljr ! [Aside, 

Mtn. Well, sir, I don't know— to be sure, homo, 
as you say, is the fittest place for women. For my 
part, I could live for ever at home. I am determined 
oe shall have his way ; who knows what may hap- 
pen ? [Aside. 
^ JuHo. [Aside.] By all the powers of caprice, Gar- 
cia is as wrong as the other f 

Afm. I delight in nothing so much as in sitting by 
my father, and hearing his tales of old times ; and I 
fancy, when 1 have a husband, I shall be more happy 
to sit and listen to his stories of present times. 

Julio. Perhaps your husband, fair lady, might not 
be inclined so to amuse you. Men have a thousand 
delights that call them abroad ; and probably your 
chief amusements would be counting the hours of 
his absence, and giving a tear to each as it passed. 

Mtn. Well, he should never see them, however. 
I wonld always smile when he entered ; and if he 
found my eyes red, I'd say, I had been weeping ovor 



question ! Pray, sir, is this my father's house ?— Ai 
you Don Julio ? 

Julio, I beg your pardon ; but, to confess, I ha 
heard you described as a lady who had notqnho a 
much sweetness, and 

Jlin, Oh ! what, you had heard that I was a tm 
magant, I suppose. — 'Tis all slander, sir : there is nc 
in Madrid, though I say it, a sweeter temper than up 
own ; and though I have refused a good many lorai 
yet, if one was to offer himself that I could like** 

Julio, You would take pity, and reward hn pm- 
sion. 

Min, I would. 

Julio, Lovely Donna Olivia, how charming isCfak 
frankness ! — 'Tis a little odd, though ! [Asidt* 

Min, Why, I believe I should take pity : for it »l- 
ways seemed to me to bo very hard-hearted, to bo 
cruel to a lover that one likes, because, in that casey 
one should — a — you know, sir, the sooner the affair 
is over, the better for both j)arties. 

Julio, What the deuce does she mean? — Is this 
Garcia*s sour fruit? 

Casar. [mthout. r.] Olivia! Olivia! 

Min, Bless me, I hear my father ! Now, sir, I 
have a particular fancy that you should not tell him, 
in this first visit, your design. 

Julio, Madam, my desij^n! 

Min. Yes, that you will not speak out, till we have 
had a little further conversation, which I'll take carfl 
to give you an opportunity for very soon. He'll b€ 
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liere in a moment : now, pray, Don J ulio, go. If he 

•houlcl meet you, and ask who you are, you can say, 

"that you are— you may say, that you came on a visit 

to my maid, yon know. [Exit, r. 

Jmio, I thank you, madam, [Aloud,] for my dis- 

misaion. [Aside.] I never was in such a peril m my 

life. I beheve she has a license in her pocket, a priest 

in her closet, and the ceremony by heart. [Exit. 



ACTV. 

SCENE I.— Don Carlos*s. Don Carlos disco- 
vered writing. 

Car. [Tearing paper, and rising.] It is in vain|!— 
Language cannot furnish me with terras, to soften to 
Victoria the horrid transaction, Could she see the 
compunctions of my soul, her gentle heart would 
pity me. But what then ? — She^s ruined ! my chil- 
dren are undone ! Oh ! the artifices of one base wo- 
man, and my villany to another most amiable one, 
have made me unfit to live. I am a wretch, who 
ought to be blotted from society. 

Enter Pedro, hastily, l. 

Ped, Sir — sir! 

Car. WeU! 

Ped. Sir, I have just met Don Florio; he asked 
if my mistress was at home ; so 1 guesses he is going 
to our house, and so I run to let you know — for I 
loves to keep my promises, though I am deadly 
afraid of some mischief. 

Car. You have done well. — Go home, and wait 
for me at the door, and admit me without noise. 
[Erit Peoro, l.] At least, then, I shall have the 
pleasure of revenge ; I'll punish that harlot, by sa- 
prificing her paramour in her arms ; and then — Oh ! 

[Eit, L. 



r 



ei:f.?iE U^-Jtutn* UcnVi, 






I..«....-|'. 
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-every ailvaut^iKO I'lH- I'- r^J'.', li.j ii i um 
1 must witness condescensiotis trom you, tbi 
not be able to bear, though I know them t 
affected. — Now, Gasper, lAaide.] pla;_tby p 
and save Victoria ! [^ 

Enter Gasper, l. dreattd as an old Btau ; t 
y KST9 folltnn him, and take off a niji eh 
Oasp. Take tny cloak ; and, d'ye hear, I 
go borne ajid brioe the eider-down cushiom 
coach, aod tell the fellow not to hurry i 
through the streets of Madrid. ^Exatn 
vAKTs, h.] 1 have been jolted from Eideto ' 
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ir and his fat wife, , 
B bull Gght ! Ha, tliere she is ! (^Looking th 
glass, suspended by a red rifcSon.l — there 
Charming Donna Laura ! let mo thus at th' 
of your beauty — IMakes an rffhrt to kneel, c 
on kis face ; Laura assists him to rise.] ] 
those new shoes '. — they have made me skate 
like a Dutchman on a canal ; and now— W 
■ee how profound my adoration is, madam, 
mon lovers kaeel ; X was prostrate. 

Laura. You do me infinite honour, Di: 

wretch! — You are thinner than you were, Di 
cho : I protest, now I uhsorvc you, you are n 
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tp. Then jealousy — that gave me a jaundice.— - 
ece's husband, T hear, Don Carlos, has been my 
' rival. Oh, my blade will hardly keep in its 
urd, when I think of him. 
ira> Think no more of him — he has been long 
led my thoughts, be assured. I wonder you 
^our niece tohim, with such a fortune. 
p. Gave ! she gave herself; and, as to fortune, 
id not a pistole from me. 
tra, 'Twas, indeed, unnecessary, with so fine 
ate as she had in Leon. 
p. My niece an estate in Leon ! Not enough 
e shelter to a field-mouse ; and if he has tcud 
», he is a braggart. 

iTd, Told me so — I have the writings ; be has 
over the lands to me. 

p. Made over the lands to you ! — Oh, a decei- 
1 begin to suspect a plot. Pray, let me see 
traordinary deed. [ Shf runs to a Cabinet^ ]>. 
i. {Slot, Vl\ be sworn ! 

vra. Here is the deed which made that estate 
for ever. No, sir, I will intrust it in no hand 
y own. Yet look over me, and read the de- 
on of the lands.- 

p. [Reading through his glass.] H— m— m— . 
vicinage ofRosalvo, hounded on the west by ike 
— ^i— m— m, on the east hy the fores t Oh^ 
ful dog ! I need read no further ; I see how the 
is. 

wa. How, sir ! — but hold — ; — Stay a moment- 
breathless with fear. 

p. Nay, madam, donH be afraid! 'Tismyes- 
that^s all ; the very castle where I was bora ; 
hich I never did, nor ever will, bestow on any 
ithe twoCastiies. Dissembling rogue ! Bribe 
ith a fictitious title to my estate— ha ! ha! ha! 
ira. [Aside,'] Curses follow him! The villain 
loyed must nave been his creature ; his relact- 
ill art ; and, whilst I believed myself undoinf 
^as duped myself! 
p. Could you suppose Pd give Carlos snchsa 



you — incy are all lor you. i es, tnis est 
you have taken such a fancy, shall b< 
Kive you the tiecds, if you'll promise 
you little, cruel thing ! 

Laura. Can you be serious ? 

Gasp, ril sign and seal to-morrow. 

Laura. Noble Don .Sanchol Thus, t! 
late the proof of his perfidy, and my 
Thus I tear to atoms his detested nai 
tread on these, so would I on his heart 

Enter Victoria, r. 

J'ict. My children then are saved ! [ 

Laura. [Apart.] Oh, Florio, 'tis as 1 
Carlos was a villain, and deceived mc 
strange air? Ah, I see the cause — yc 
ruined, and will abandon mc. Yes, I 
averted face ; thou dar'st not meet lu] 
misjudj^c thee, speak I 

/ let. I iaura, I cannot speak. — You li 
(' motions of heart. — Heaven knows, I 

Laura. Pity I Oh, villain! and has thy 
snatcho<l the? form of pity ? Base, decc 

Car. I f^itt^out.^ Stand oft*; loose vou 
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[VicTORiA/Er«^ foef towards the Flat, then returns, 
takes off her hat, and drops onone knee, 

Vict. Strike, Btrike it here! Plunge it deep into 
tiuit bosom, already wounded by a thousand stabs, 
Vaeaer and more painful than your sword can give. 
Hare lives all the gnawing anguish of love betrayed ; 
Iwre live the pangs of disappointed hopes, hopes 
nnetified by holiest vows, which have been written 

ks, the book of Heaven. ^Hah ! he sinks. — ISheJlies 

to Mm.] — Oh ! my Carlos! beloved ! my husband ! 
forgive my too severe reproaches ; thou art dear, yet 
dMT as ever, to Victoria's heart ! 

Car. [Reeovering,] Oh, you know not what you 
do— you Know not what you are. Oh, Victoria, thou 
wt a beggar! . 

Fict. Ivo, we are rich, we are happy ! See there, 
the firagments of that fatal deed, which, had I not re- 
covered, we had been indeed undone ; yet still not 
wretched, could my Carlos think so ! 

Car. The fragments of the deed ! the deed which 
that base woman 

Fiet, Speak not so harshly. ^To you, madam, 

I fear, I seem reprehensible ; yet, when you consider 
my duties as a wife and mother, you will forgive me. 
Be not afrsud of poverty^a woman has deceived, 
but she will not desert you ! 

Laura. Is this real ? Can I be awake f 

Fiet. Oh, may-st thou indeed awake to virtue ! — 
You have talents that might grace the highest of our 
sex; be no longer unjust to such precious gifts, by 
burring them in dishonour. — Virtue is our first, most 
awful duty ; bow, Laura ! bow before her thome, and 
mourn in ceaseless tears, that ever you forgot her 
heavenly precepts ! 

Laura. So, by a smooth speech about virtue, you 
tlunk to cover the ii^uries I sustain. ^VUe, insinu- 
atlng monster ! — but thou knowest me not. — Re- 
venge b sweeter to my heart than love ; and if there 

6 
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Cnsp. Yes, sir, I was always apt at resemblaneei' 
III our plays ut home, I am always Queen Gleopatn 
— You kuow she was but a gipsey queen, and Ifaili 
her off to a nicety. 

Car. Come, my Victoria— ^— Oh, there isa painM ! 
pleasure in my bosom — To gaze on thee, to listen M 
smd to love thee, seems like the bliss of angels' cheer 
iiig whispers to repentant sinners. 

[Kxevnt Carlos and Victoria, t 

Gasp. Lord help 'cm! how easily the women an 
taken in! [ExiU^ 

SCENE IIT— TO6 Prado, 

Enlfr Ml>'F,TTE, L. 

yiin. Ah, licie comes the man at last, aftei I hate 
tieen sauntering in sight of his lodgings these two 
hours. Now, if my sclienie takes, what a happy per- 
son I shall be! and sure, as 1 was Donna Olivia to- 
day, to please my lady, 1 may be Donna Olivia to- 
night, to please myseli. I'll address him as the maid 
of a lady who has taken a fancy to him, then convey 
him to our house-then retire, and then come in again, 
and, with a vaisi deal of confusion, confess I sent my 
maid for him. If be should dislike my forwardness, 
tho censure will fall on my lady; if he should be 
pleased with my person, the advantage will be mine, 
Jiul perhaps he's eomebereon some wicked frolic 
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: other. — Vli watch him at a distance before I 
)eak. [Exit, l. u. £. 

Enter Don J ulio, r. 

Jtf2to. Not here, 'faith; though she gave me last 
ight but a faint refusal, and I had a right, by all the 
lies of gallantry, to construe that into an assent. — 
hen she's a jilt. Hang her, I feel I am uneasy — 
'lie first woman that ever gave me pain— -I am 
ihaaed to perceive that this spot has attractions for 
le, only because it was here I conversed with her. 
Tfifaa here the little syren, conscious of her charms, 
aveiled her fascinatmg face 'Twas here— Ha ! 

Enter Don Garcia and Don Vincentio. r. u. e. 

Gar. Ha ! Don Julio ! 

Julio. Pshaw ! gentlemen, pray be quick. 

Gar, (l.) 'Twas here that Julio, leaving cham- 
paigne untasted, and songs of gallantry unsung, came 
to talk to the whistling branches. 

Ftn. (r.) 'Twas here that Julio, flying from the 
young and gay, was found in doleful meditation— [^Z- 
Uringkis tone,] — on a wench, for a hundred ducats ! 

Gfar. Who is she ! 

Julio, (c.) NotDonna Olivia, gentlemen ; not Don- 
na Olivia. 

€ter. We have been seeking you, to ask the event 
of your visit to her. 

Julio. The event has proved that you have been 
■MMt grossly duped. 

Fin, I know that— Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Julio. And you likewise, / know that — Ha I ha ! 
Iia ? The fair lady, so far from being a vixen, is 
tbe very essence of gentleness. To me, so much 
iweetness in a wife, would be downright mawkish. 

Vin. Well, but she's fond of a Jew's-harp. 

Julio. DetestsMt ; she would be as fond ofa Jew. 

Gsr. Pho, pho ! this is a game at cross purposes ; 
— let u all go to Don Ccesar's together, ana compare 
ipinioBs on the spot. 

Julio. I'll go most willingly— but it will be only to 



the man? 

. • Min. Let mo sec — a good air, and well m 
are the man for a dancer. [To GARCiii 
dressed, and nicely put out of hands-^yo 
man for a bandbox. [Crosses toViNCENTio. 
some and bold — you are the man for my h 

[Crosses 

Julio, My dear little Iris, here's all the g 
pocket. Gentlemen, I wish you a good nig 
your very obedient, humble — 
[Stalking by them, with his arm round M: 

Gar, Pho ! pr'ythec, don't be a fool. Ai 
going to Donna Olivia ? 

Julio, Donna Olivia must wait, my dear 
can decide about her to-morrow. Come a 
little dove of Venus ! 

Gar, What a rash fellow it is ! ten to on( 
is some common business, and he'll be rol 
murdered — they take him for a stranger. 

Vin, Let's follow, and sec where she lea 

Gar, That's hardly fair : however, as 
there's danger, wc will follow. 
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Jii/io. Through fifty back lanes, a'long garden, and 
narrow staircase, into a superb apartment — all 
iat*8 in. the regular way ; as the Spanish women 
lai&age it, one intrigue is too much like another. If 
; was not now and then for the little lively fillip of 
jealous husband or brother, which obliges one to 
lap from a window, or crawl, like a cat, along the 
otters^ there would be no bearing the ennui. Ah ! 
h ! but this promises novelty ; [Looking through the 
Ving^Y a young girl and an old man — wife or daugh-^ 
9r7 They are coming this way. My lovely incog- 
ita, by all ^t*8 propitious ! Why did not some kind 
pint whisper to me my happiness ? but hold— she 
8ii*t mean to treat the old gentleman with a sight of 
oe. [Croes behind the sofa. 

Enter t)K^v Cjesab, and Olivia, l. 

Conor. No, no, madam, no going out— There, 
madaoCi, this is your apartment, your house, your 
nrden, your assembly, till you go;|to your convent. 
Why, how impudent you are to look thus uncon- 
cerned !— Can hardly forbear laughing in my face ! 
—Very well — very well ! 

[Exit, douhk locking the door. l. 

OHo. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I*]] be even with you, my dear 
father, if yon treble lock it. 1*11 stay here two days, 
withont once asking for my liberty, and you'll come 
Ae third, with tears in your eyes, to take me out.— - 
He has forgot the door leading to the garden— but I 
vow ril stay. [Sitting down,] I can make the time 
pais pleasantly enough. 

Jmio, I hope so. 

[Looking over the back of the sofa, 
OHv. Heaven and earth ! 

Julio. My dear creature, why are you so alarmed ? 
ami here before you expected me ? 

[Coming rotmdj r. 
OHv. Expected you ! 
Julio, Oh, this pretty surprise ! Come, let us sit 



luon lor your | 
you have ? 

O/tr. My guest ! how is it possible he 
discovered me? 

Julio. Pho ! This is carryine the thing fui 
you need — if there was a third person here 
he prudent. 

Oiiv. Why, this assurance, Don Julio, u 

Julio. The thing in the world you are m 
to iiardon. 

Oliv. Upon my word, I don't know hoT 
you. 

Julio. Consult your heart ! 

Oliv. I shall consult my honour. 

Julio. Honour is a pretty thing to play 
when spoken with that very grave face, afl 
sent your maid to hrin;^ me here, is really n 
I expected. I shall be in an ill humour pr 
I won't stay if you treat me thus. [C 

Oliv. Well, this is superior to every thin 
heard that men will slander women private 
other ; 'tis their common amusement ; hut 
one's face I — and you really pretend that 
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jon run away ? Keep the character I charge 
(poTt to MiNETTE.] Be still Olivia. 
Oh ! dear madam fl was— I was so frighten- 
a I saw that gentleman. 

Oh, my dear, ; it*8 the merriest pretty kmd 
leman m the world ; he pretends that I sent 
d for him into the streets, ha ! ha ! 
. That's right ; always tell a thing yourself, 
rou would not hare helieyed. 

It is the readiest excuse for beine found in a 
apartment, however. Now wiU I swear I 
othing of the matter. [AHde* 

Now, I think it a horrid poor excuse ; he has 
y not had occasion to invent reasons for such 
aencies often. Tell me that he has made 
you to-day. [Apart. 

I fancy that he has had occasion to excuse 
aencies often ;— — his impertinence to me to- 

• To you, madam ? 

Makmg love to me, my dear, all the mom- 
»uld hardly get him away, he was so desirous 
k to my fauer. Nay, sir, I don't care for 
kpatience. 

. [Aside,] Now would I give a thousand jna- 
she were a man \ 

. Nay, then, this accidental meeting is fortn- 
)ray, Don Julio, don't let my presence preyent 
.ying what you think proper to my friend— 
leave you togedier? [Crotset, !•• 

. [Apart.] To contradict a ladyonsneb an 
»n would be too gross ; but, upon my honoar« 
Olivia is the last woman upon earth who 
aspire me with a tender idea. Find an ex- 
send her away, my angel, 1 entreat you. I 

thousand things to say, and the moments 

frecious to be eiven to her. 
think so too, but one can't be rude, you 
Come, my dear, sit down, [Seaimghent{ft 
e you brought your work? 



ever one woman prevent anot 
leaving her at such amoraeut before ? I rea 
clam, cannot comprehend— 

Casar. [JVithout.] It is impossible— im] 
gentleman ! Don Julio cannot be here. 

Jidio. Hah ! who's that ? 

Enter Don Cjesar, Don Garcia, cmd 

ViNCENTIO, L. D. 

Gcw, There ! did we not tell you so ? we i 
enter the garden. 

Casar, What can be the meaning of all 
man in my daughter's apartment ! 

[Attempting 

Gar. Hold, sir ! Don Julio is one of the f 
ill Spain, and will unquestionably be able t 
your honour, without troubling your swo] 
have done mischief, Vincentio ! 

Julio. [To Olivia.] They have been 
impertinent ! but I'll bring you off, never 
preteudiiig a passion for your busy friend, 1 

Cresar. Satisfy me then in a moment ; sp 
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XougA entered, for whom I hiTe conceiTed m most 
violent pMBio n 
Cgtrnxr. A pafiioii for her ! Oh, let me hear no 

■on on*!.— A passion for her ! You may as well 

Utertain a passion for the untameable hyena. 
Oitr. There, Yincentio, what think you now ? 

XiBtippe or not ? 
Fia. 1 am afraid I must ^ve up that — but pray 
irt me as to this point, Don Cfsesar ; is not the 
fond of a Jew Vnarp ? 
. tMOT. Fond ! she's fond of nothing, but playing 
tile yizen; there is not such a fury upon eaith. 

JyUo. These are odd liberties, with a person who 
doee not belong to him. 

Cmtaar. Ill may the hypocrite for her no more ; 
tlie world shall know her true character, they shall 
blo w b at ask her maid there. 

JvJm. Her maid ! 

Mm* Whjr, yes, sir ; to say truth, I am but Donna 
Olhria*8 maid, after all. 

OUo. [il|xxrf.] Dear Minette! speak for me, or I 
Im now ruined. 

Min. I will, ma*am.— I must confess, sir, [Ofnng 
up to Julio.] there never was so bitter a tempered 
creature as my lady is. I have borne her humours 
Bmt two years ; I have seen her by night and by day. 
^jAYMLfullshtr sleeve^ impatuntly^l will, | will! 
\To Ouvia.] and this I am sure, that if you marry 
Mr, you'll rue the day every hour the first month, 
md hang yourself the next. There, madam, I have 
lone it roundly now. [Exit^ a. 

Oliv. I am undone— I am caught in my own 
nare ! ' [Aside, 

C^eaar* After this true character of ray daughter, 
[ suppose, signor, we shall hear no more of your 
;>assion ; so let us go down, and leave madam to 
Mfin her penance. 

JMa, My ideas are totally confused. — You Donna 
DUvia de Zuniga, and the person I thought you, her 
oaid ! something too flattering darts across my mind. 



icy — she'll break out like a tigress in a n 
Julio, It cannot be — are you, charming t 
such a creature ? 
Oliv. Yes, to all mankind — but one. 

Julio. But one ! Oh, might that excepted 
me! 

Oliv. Would you not fear to trust your ft 
her, you have cause to think so hateful ? 

Julio. No, I'd bless the hour that bound 
to hers. Permit ine, sir, to pay my vows 
fair vixen. 

Cresar. What, arc you such a bold man 8 
Pho ! but if you are, 'twill be only lost time 
contrive, some way or other, to return yoi 
upon your hands. 

Oiiv If they have your authority, sir, I 
turn them — only with ray own. 

Cfesar. What's that ! what did she say ? r 
is giddy with surprise. 

Julio. And mine with rapture. [ Catching h 

Casar. Don't make a fool of me, Olivia 
marrv him ? 
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•rdon, madam, for the share of trouble I gave you— 
Nit, pray, have the goodness to tell me sincerly, 
fflttt do you think of a crash ? [ Crosses to Oli vi a . 

OUva, I love music, Don Vincentio, I admire your 
ikill, and whenever youUl give me a concert, I shall 
Im obliged. [Crosses to Cjenar. 

Fill. You could not have pleased mc so well, il' 
yoo had married me. 

Enter Don Carlos and Victoria, r. 

OHv. Hah! here comes Victoria and her Carlos. 
My friend, you are happy — 'tis in your eyes; I need 
Dot ask the event. 

Cgsar. What, is this Don Carlos, whom Victoria 
S&veus for a cousin ? Sir, you come in a happy hour. 

Car, I do indeed, for I am most happy. 

iif/io. My dear Carlos, what has now made thee 
^ns, since morning ? 

Car. A wife ! Marry, Julio, marry ! 

Julio, What ! this advice from you ? 

Car. Yes; and when you have married an nngel, 
whea that angel has done for you such thiugs, as 
oiakesyour gratitude almost equal to your love, you 
oiay then guess soracthirig of what 1 feel, in calling 
^ angel mine. 

Oliv. Now, I trust, Don Julio, after all this, that 
if I should do you the honour of my hand, youMl 
treat me cruelly, be a very bad man, that I, like my 
exemplary cousin 

yict. Hold, Olivia ! it is not necessary' that a hus- 
band should be faulty, to make a wife's character ex- 
emplary. — Should he be tenderly watchful of your 
happiness, your gratitude will give a thousand graces 
to your conduct; whilst the purity of your manners, 
Uid the nice honour of your life, will gain you the 
approbation of those, whose praise is fame. 

Oliv. Pretty ;md matronly ! thank you, my dear. 
IVe have each struck a bold stroke to-day ; — yours 
lU been to reclaim a husband, mine to get one ; but 




A IIOUI STROKE, J 



'I'luf i«i"u| tvulihclil. <iiat Idnmni In 
l'l•|lll^'• my (i-^tk. auil ilnuUr tmrii 
Mltfiii wo •mitf' |>luuiliU, wid'Hwir *« 



Don CxaiR. Donu Ouvu. 
Don Vai«dxi. Dob Jduo. 

Don Qakcia. Dal Cm 

Dun ViNcuiTio. Dot 



Sfete'- 



JOLD STROKE FOR A HUSBAND : 

A COMEDY, 

Sn ifibe 9ct0, 
BY MRS. COWLEY. 



INTBD FROM THB ACTING COI>Y, WITH REMARKS, 
BIOGRAPHICAL AND CKiriCAL, BY D.~-0. 

To which are added, 

raORimoN OV THK CUSTl'MK,- CA8T OK TilK CHARACTkHW.- 
mrrilANCKr'ANII KXITS, — RKI.ATIVK rOrtlTIONa OK Til IT 
PKRrORMKRS ON THK «TAOK, AND THK WIIOLK 
OK TUK 8TAOK BUMINRSg, 

As performed at the 

THEATRES ROYAL, LONDON; 



IBLLISHED WITH A FINE FULL-LENGTH PORTPAIT 
OF MISS TAYLOR. 
IN THB CHJHACrSH OF VOSNA FJCJOHI^, 

Cograred on Steel by Mr. Hall, from an original Palming 

by Mu. Buss. 



LONDON : 
H. DAVIDSON, £TRR*S HILL, DOCTOUS* COMMONS 

BKTWKEN ST. PAUL'S AND UPKKR THAMKM .HrHlfcKT. 



«A«VARP COLLtat UBRAKY 

rtHtiEooEsror 

KV£iT.MNSEN WENOEU 



REMARKS. 



H 19olti Stroiie for b l^usitoiiT!. 

-ick belongs the merit of first introducing to the stage that 
er, Mrs. Cowley. One of the last acts of his professional 
approve her comedy of The Runaway, and write Uie epl- 
which good office she addressed to him a letter of gratitndc^ 
in terms of peculiar elegance. 

oany services rendered to the drama by Davy, Uiis is one 
: fuUy justified his favourable opinion : The Runaway met 
x>rdinary success, and gave instant celebrityto her namt . 
gular, that of an art, certainly not the easiest, sooie of Uit 
nguished professors should have been ladies. Tbe plays of 
1, with the Judicious pruning of a skilAit hand, might b% 
) the stage. ** The Coolc** Wife,*' as she is contemptuonslj 
iwift, was worthy to take her place in the very first rank or 
rhev day ;— Mrs. Cowley can only cease to be popular friien 
>medy grows out of fashion ;- Miss Lee and firs. lachbakl 
sh honours whenever the good taste of a manager prompts 
td;— Miss Mitford has done much to redeem mooernitrft- 
d ** Sister Joanna,** who (perhaps wisely) trusts not her 
the ignorant caprice of an audience, is sure to receiva htt 
d fiune from the more temperate Judgment of the closet. 
oe of this comedy naturally suggests— indeed, provokes— • 
n with A Bold Stroke for a Wife. The latter exhibits • 
Bsculine, and unequivocal delineation of character, with 
inctured not a little with the HcenUous freedoms of the age, 
y so entirely upon the surface, as to be removed withoat 
: its superabundant wit. A Bold Stroke for a Husband is • 
. pleasant production. The incidents are nicely balanced 
lature ancl probability; the characters display a happy 
real and artificial life; and the language is terse, pcdnteo. 
It. There are no examples of impossible viitne to lead ua 
le chase after unattainable perfectibility; no outrageoos 
}y way of contrast) of gratuitous vice stumbling upon sod- 
lation when the curtain is about to drop; no vulgar carl- 
high or low life. We have a spinster playing the shrew 
ray all lovers but the favoured and true one : and a Willi 
9 arts that she abhors, to snatch an estranged husband and 
m firom impending ruin ; while the husband Uius saved, is 
illy lost to Witer feelings, but that his return to rirtue is • 
suit. The scene is laid in Spain, but neither are the plot 
*rs essentially Spanish. London had been as congenial a 
s Madrid. 

uctive blandishments and frivolous airs of the coquettt 
n appropriate painter in man, whom they have so often 
but feminine wit and constancy shine with peculiar grace 
in, in whose person this rare union of charms not unfte> 
ists. Donna Olivia is placed in an unfortunate positioii.^ 
eged with admirers, and no sooner U one vcfi m «S, ^Qauc 
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the eVM of Ju]lo, and by the Abigail** lau^abl* assump. 
i fine lady, and her odd blunden in elegance and gentility, 
n-readings and perplexities are the very soul of comedy, 
inly be conceived and carried into effect by the well-espe- 
id accomplished artist. The interviews between Don Julio 
i are managed with great dramatic skill : they are delicate 
lant— tender, imaginative, and exceedingly elegant. The 
irtion c^ this play is aiiectiiig and moral. A- husband de- 
I wife, because bis series of love-tales lasted nut beyond the 
on; throwing the wreck of his fortune (all that the gaming' 
left him 1) kato the lap of a courtesan, by, whom he is jilted 
fed ; and only saved from ruin and restored to happiness 
ocessCM practice of sinister arts» which suffering virtue is 
I constrained to adopt to circumvent vice, without sharing 

Gosutdkniaatiou. It would seem from the Prologue, thai 
ind Carlos are intended to be the principal characters, and 
iceatSOk OUvipk and Minetta, merely subordinate, to enliven 
M businesfl of the play. Whatever migbt hava been the in- 
etttet la clean contrary upon the stage. The- comic per* 
BS&ntain their supremacy by their viradous adventures and 
aour, and throw the Utrtfu^ante portion comparatively into 
. Mn. Cowley la. most suocessAil in her deUneatioo of the 

wdl-bred gentlewoman. She truly judged that innocence 
I aot incovpi^ble with gaiety of manneia. 
B an under plot, in which Caspar, Don Caesar*! steward, in 
lelnde the asistress of. Don Carlos to destroythe deed that 
is wife and fiunily, personates the rich old uncle of Dame 
who, with two-thirds of a century in his face, affects the 
looM of youth, conceals his baldness with amber locks, and 
I Qf the tooth-ache, to make you believe that the two rows 
e carries in hia headL grew there ! The scheme is success- 
lie harlot refunds. 

V A Bold Stroke for a Husband, in which are judiciously 
' harmless mirth abd salutary woe.'* 
nl *^ revival,.*' when applied to thla comedy, is a reproach 
esent dramatic taste : that it should have been suffered to 
e ahelf even for a short season, is unaccountable. It has 
Qtlyprodttced at the Haymarket Theatre. Mr. Webster, iu 
cat- Don, made another advance in his profession. Mr. 
U who, in comical old men, has in some degree reconciled 
loss of Munden, took a leaf out of the book of that incom* 
nnedian, in Don Csesar. Mr. Vining i^as eutertaining in 
I ; and the profligacy and subsequent remorse of the truant 
were well pourtrayed by hia brother, Mr. J. Vining. The 
at was equally meritorious. Miss £. Tree was all gaiety, 
n, and c;}egance, in the accomplished Donna Olivia, and 
nvibly to our recollection the palmy days of legitimate co- 
be archness, flippancy, and pert assurance of Minetta were 
tly realised by Mrs. Humby, the queen of Abigails ; and 
s, constancy, and patient endurance, foiuid in l^fiss 'I^ylor 
1 and affecting representative. 

^ D. U. 



for many seasons played a variety of-charactei 
cess. Her genteel comedy is sensible and c 
her domestic tragedy — not tragedy upon ati 
and pathetic. Her forte, however, is the T 
the stage — the Jennys, Priscillas, and Miss 
these she is arch, piquant, and romping, an 
nothing to desire. Her personal attractions 
jected her to a singular annoyance. Some ye; 
mad lover persecuted her with his addresses, 
(the puppy !) from the stage-door to her own, 
uued to haunt her steps, until the civil power 
to his incivilities, and rewarded his breach of 
ners with a straight jacket. It is pleasing tc 
union of talent and worth. Whatever may be 
sional abilities of Miss Taylor, they are fully 
her private virtues. She is a good daughter a 
The declining years and dying pillow of her 
supported and cheered by her tender solicitu( 
assiduously strives to *' keep awhile one parer 
sjky," by the same consoling attentions and wj 
A good daughter always makes a good wife ; ai 
Miss Taylor shall think fit to change her n 
(which we hold most unlikely) she change her 
man bids fair to be l-.appy who makes her the < 
choice. 
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Costume. 

rULIO.— White satin Spanish doublet, trimmed with sUver 
i^with blue satin— blue scarf -Aill slashed trunks — white 
■» — white shoes, with blue rosettes— lace collar— ornaments 
e neck— sword and belt— white hat, and ostrich feathers. 
CARLOS.- White kerseymere doublet, cloak, and trunks— 
se— russet boots— black Spanish hat, with white ostrich fea- 
d (Uamond loop— sword, ruff, &c. The dress slashed with 
1 trimmed with silver lace and buttons. 
CiESAR.— Black velvet and gold doublet, trunks, and cloak 
Be— russet shoes— hat and ostrich feathers -sword and ruff. 
VINCENTIO.— White kerseymere doublet, cloak, and pan- 
slashed with white satin, and trimmed with silver lace — 
M>ts— hat to match— ruff, chain, and sword. 
GARCIA.— Scarlet and silver doublet, cloak, and pantaloons 
>lack hat and feathers — sword— russet boots. 
VASQUEZ. — Plum-coloured doublet, trunks, cloak, and 
bed with purple satin — collar— red hose- russet shoes. 
ER. — First dress: Black and orange doublet, trunks, and 
ollar — red hose— russet shoes- gray hairs. Second dress : 
latin and silver doublet, trunks, and cloak -several orders 
e neck— red ribbon, and eye-glass— cane, collar, &c. 
to.- Brown and scarlet doublet, trunks, and cloak— blue 
isset shoes— collar. 
ANT.— Blue and scarlet ditto. 

!fA OLIVIA.— White satin and silver Spanish dress- white 
)e8— several ornaments, feathers, &c. 

!*A VICTORIA.- Fir»< drew: White satin Spanish dress. 
Second dress, as a Cavalier : Canary Spanish tunic— collar 
bat and ostrich feathers — white silk stockings— white lace-up 
word, &c. 

*fA LAURA— Blue satin and silver Spanish dress. 
«f A MARCELLA.- Pink satin and lace dress— white veil. 
;'1*TE .— Claret- coloured petticoat- black velvet body -blue 
apron— white slip - bluck satin shoes— the dress trimmed 
ill bell-buttons and pink and blue ribbon. 
— Orange-coloured petticoat, ditto. 
HA. — Blue silk petticoat, ditto. 
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SCENE I.— ^ Street in Madrid. 

Sakcha from a hmuetju. s. k. — ehe advaneei l. c. 
; tten runs baei, and beckons to Pedro within the house. 

Am. Hist! Pedro! Pedro! 

Enter "PitDKo/rom the house, r. s. b. 

lie is 1 dost see him, just taming by St. Antony in 
loomer ? Now, do yon tell him that yonr mistress is 
;at home ; and if his jealons Donship should insist on 
ig the house, as he did yesterday, say that some- 
is ill — ^the black has got a fever, or tha t 
Ped. Fho ! pho I get you in. {^Crossing to l.] Don't I 
that the duty of a lacquey in Madrid is to lie with a 
grace? I have been studying it now for a whole 
and I'll defy Don or Devil to surprise me into a 
Get yon in, I say ; here he comes. . 

[j^t Sancha into the housej r. s. e. 

Enter Don Carlos, l. 

Pc^. IBtrutting up to himJ] Donna Laura is not at 
iiie,nr. 

Car. Not at home I Come, dr, what have you received 
teUmg tiiat lie ? 
Ped, lie— lie! signor! 

Car. It must be a lie by your promptness in delivering 
What a fool does your mistress trust ! A clever 
^^acal would have waited my approach, and, delivering the 
with easy coolness, deceived me ; — thou hast been 
the watch, and runnest towards me with a face of stu- 
Md importance, bawling, that she may hear through the 
Itttkse how well thou obeyest her, ** Donna Laura is not 
%thom«, sir!" 
^ .F§d* Hetr tiinmgh the lattice !— Hah ! byV lady ! sho 



. Oh ! — Why, nobody, sir ; only the pretl 

gentleman's valet, waiting for an answer to a 
brought. There ! I have saved my ears at the e: 
my j)lace ! I have worn this fine coat but a wee 
shall be sent back to Segovia for not being abl 
though I have been learning the art six days and 

Car. Well, come this way ; — if thou wilt proa 
faithful to me, I will not betray thee, nor at pres 
the house. 

Ped. Oh, sir, blessings on you ! 

Car. How often does the pretty yoang gentle 
her? 

Ped. Every day, sir ; if he misses, madam's st 

Car. W^here does he live ? 

Ped. Truly, I know not, sir. 

Car. [Menacing.'] How I 

Ped. By the honesty of my mother, I cannot 
She calls him Florio ; that's his christian name ; 
then name I never heard. 

Car. You must acquaint me when they are 
gether. 

Ped. Lord, sir, if there should be any blood sj 

Car. Promise, or I'll lead thee by the ears to tl: 

Pro. I promise — I promise ! 

Car. [Giving money.] There, take that; and 
art faithful, I'll treble it. [Crossing to l.] N 
and be a good lad ; and — d'ye hear ? — you ma 
to every body else, but remember you must alw 
truth to me. 

Ped. I will, sir, I will. 

[Eocit into the house, R. s. e., looking at t) 

Car. 'Tis well my passion is extinguished, f 
now act with coolness. I'll wait patiently for th 
their security, and take them in the softest mo 
their love. But if ever 1 trust to woman m 
everv ■ 
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Enter Don Julio, r. 

Jul. Don Carlos ! — ^Yes, by all the sober gods of ma- 
hwnjl Why, what business, goodman^avity, can*st 
pi have in Madrid ? I understand you are married- 
settled in your own pastures — ^father of a family, 
^bc instrnctiye companion of country vine-dressers. — 
hmffJ] Ha, ha, ha 1 
'Tis false, by heaven I I have forsworn the coun- 
ts my family, and run away from my wife. 

Really ! — ^Then matrimony has not totally destroyed 
ficewiU? 

'Us with difficulty I have preserved it, though ; 
VDmen, thou knowest, are most unreasonable beings. 
IS I had exhausted my stock of love-tales, which, 
management, lasted beyond the honey-moon, madam 
sullen ; I found home dull, and amused myself with 
pretty peasants of the neighbourhood. Worse and 
! We had nothing now but faintings, tears, and 
■tierics, for twenty-four honey-moons more. So, one 
ptiing, I gave her in her sleep a farewell kiss, to comfort 
V viieiL 8h« should awake, and posted to Madrid ; where, 
^ was not for the remembrance of the clog at my heel, I 
iMdd boand o*er the regions of pleasure, with more spirit 
in a young Arabian on his mountains. 
Jul. Do you find this clog no hindrance in affairs of gal- 
ittr7? 

Ctr, Not much. ICroasing^ and pointing to r. s. e.] In 
Ht house there — ^but, d — n her I she perfidious — in that 
iwe Is a woman of beauty, with pretensions to character 
id fortune, who devoted herself to my passion. 
JwL (i..) If 8he*s perfidibus, give her to the winds. ' 
Ghr. Ah, but there is a rub, Julio : I have been a fool 
« woman's fool. In a state of intoxication, she wheedled 
kf or rather cheated me, out of a settlement. 

Julm Fho 1 is that 

Car, Oh 1 but you know not its nature : a settlement 
' Inds, that both honour and gratitude ought to have 
w ei ' ycd sacred from such base alienation. In short, if I 
■not recover them, I am a ruined man. 
Jill, Nay, this seems a worse clog than t'other. Poor 

■loa ! so bewived and be 

Ctr. Pr'ythee, have compassion ! 












Jul. 


Hum:- 




bol she'Up 


kh oi 


ne «lio li 


as not had his ta 


ste spoiled 


by— mitriBUl 


Car. 


Malkic 


>us dog ! Is Eh. 


: joung ? 




J>^1. 


Umler 




.mplexioo. 




ps, I 


eeth of 


pearl, polished 


neck, fine iDmed Aq 


Car. 


. Hold. . 


Julio, if thou loi 


^'st me ! 


[sitpoHiblei 




BO bcVL'il 








Jul. 


'Tisi«. 


ssihlci though, 


to desl plii 


inly, Ine«rl 


er; Uul I lo' 


i-e uiy own plea 




eU, that I coi 


iii.-y all that, 








for. 


. What , 


(tar does ehe inhabit > 




Jul. 


Faith. ; 


[ know not ; my 


orders are 


tobein-rit 




■n. »t till 


: Pr^do. 






Car. 


, The Prado! — hay? 


Gad! car 


I't you take 


-illi y 


QU? Ft 


ir though I havi 




the BEX mj* 


h<1Lq 


ve diiiie 


with them for c 


ver, yet I . 


iiay be of i» 



] A BOLD STROKE FOR A HUSBAND. 13 

I.— ^ spacious Garden belonging to Don Casar. 
Enter Minettb and Inis, l. 

lere, will tihat do ? My lady sent me to make 

osegay ; these orange flowers are delicious, and 

low sweet ! 

lO ! what signifies wearing sweats in her bosom, 

y would sweeten her manners ? 'Tis amazing 

e so much at your ease ; one might think your 

;ue was a lute, and her morning scolds an agree- 

ide. 

I they are — custom, you know. I have been 

r music now these two years, and I don't believe 

ish my breakfast without it. 

would rather never break my fast, than do it on 

(. What a difference between your mistress and 

onna Victoria is as much too gentle, as her cou- 

larsh. 

y, and you see what she gets by it. Had she 

spiiited, perhaps her husbahd would not have 
er. Men, enlisted under the matrimonial ban- 
hose under the king's, would be often tempted 
ly from their colotlrs, if fear did not keep them 
f desenion. 
making a husband afraid is the way to keep him 

believe your lady will be the happiest wife in 

Laughing.'] Ha, ha, ha! How people may be 
—Nay, how people are deceived ! But time will 
I things, 
liat — what is there a secret in the business, 

If there is, hang time ; let's have it directly ! 
ow, if I dared but tell ye-^lud 1 lud I how I 
rise ye 1 IGoing, l. 

ttopping her."] Don't go I 

must go ; I am on the very brink of betraying 
» ; I must leave you. Mercy upon me I it rises 
readl 

lope it will choke ye, if you stir till I know all 1 
'ill you never breathe a syllable ? 
sver. 
'ill you strive to forget it the moment yon have 

1 iwear to myself forty times a day to forget it. 

B 




Bnlrr Dos C*5i« ahd Gaspek, 
Col. Take conrorc. sir, ttkc comfort. 
,^ Cai. Tiike it :— W"hj. wbefe the deril BhaJI I ia* 
YoD mi* »7. Take phruc. sir, or, Take poieoo, sirj i 
are to be Lad ; — but what ai^niticA biddiug me 
fort, »heu I can neither buj it, beg it, not steal 

C*». 'Tis false, sirrah ; Patience ii a cheal 
man that ranked her vritli the cardinal Tirtues in 
1 buT« bsil jiaiience at bed and board these I 
years, but the coiufort she promised has never aHici 
with a ei«il— Hi "_ ■ 

Go*. Ay, air, but you know the poets saj, lint 
twia.sialer and couipanioo of comfort is good hninM 
Koir, if you would but drop that agreeable Bcidity "hi 

(at. Theu ie 

and will send m 
[irwymg.] How many Jiave laid siege to herl But 

liuniuur of her'», like thf icorks of Gibraltar, no Spu > 

ean find pregnable. [CnuKli ' 

Gat. Ay, well 1 Troy l.elJ out but ten years. L« ' 

once tell over her brads, unmarried, at five -and -Iwi ' 

life upon it, abe enda the rosary with a IB ' 
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are but a young gendeman of sixty-three, I take it ; 
a husband of sixty-three, who marries a wife of nine- 
will never want heirs, take my word for it. 
Ccf. What ! do you joke, sirrah ? 
Gs». Oh, no, sir, not if you are serious. I think it 
be one of the pleasantest things in the world. Ma- 
would throw a new life into the family ; and when 
ire above stairs in the gout, sir, the music of her con- 
and the spirit of her converzationes, would reach 
sick bed, and be a thousand times more comforting 
flannels and panada. 
Ce». Come, come, I understand ye. . But this daughter 
iiine— I shall give her but two -chances more. Don 
and Don Vincentio will both be here to-day ; and 
plays over the old game, I'll marry to-morrow mom- 
if I hang myself the next. 
Qa§. You decide right, signor: at sixty-three, the 
noose and the hempen noose should always go 
ler. 
Cms, Why, you dog you I do you suppose — [Looking 
" L.] There's Don Garcia — there he is, coming through 
portico. Run to my daughter, and bid her remember 
It I have said to her. [Ejrit Gasper^ r.] She has had 
lesson, but another memento mayn't be amiss; a 
Ibiiiig aki#l pretty, and witty, and rich ; a match for a 
Pi|BOe» and yet—* — But hist! not a word to my young 
VfetB : if I can but keepiiim in ignorance till he is married, 
b« moat make the best of his bargain afterwards, as other 
(loiieat men have done before him. 

Enter Don Garcia, i. 

Wdocmie, Don Garcia I Why, you are rather before 
l^mir time. 

Oar. Gallantry forbid that I should not, when a fair 
ladj is concerned 1 Should Donna Olivia welcome me as 
frankly as you do, I shall think I have been tardy. 
^ CUbm. When you made your overtures, signor, I under- 
itocMl it was from inclination to be allied to my family, not 
from a particular passion to my daughter. Have you ever 
ioeii her ? 

Oar, But once — that transiently, yet sufficient to con- 
vince me that she is charming. 

^ Ctef. Why, yes, though I say it, there are few prettier 
women .in Madrid; and she has got enemies amongst her 
own lez accordingly.' They pretend to say that — I say, 
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gentle and pliant as- 

Re-enter Minette hastily, r, 

Min, Oh, sir ! shield me from my mistress ! She i 
one of her old tempers ; the whole house is in an apn 
I cannot support it ! 

C(BS. [Apart to her.] Hush 1 

Min. No, sir, I can't hush ; a saint could not bear 
I am tired of her tyranny, and must quit her service. 

Ccps. Then quit it in a moment ; go to my steward, i 
receive your wages; go — begone! [7b Garcia,^ 'Ti 
cousin of my daughter's she is speaking of. 

Min. A cousin, sir I No, 'tis Donna Olivia, y 
daughter — my mistress. [7b Garcia."] Oh, sir 1 you s( 
to be a sweet, tender-hearted young gentleman ; 'two 
move you to pity, if 

Cas. I'll move you, hussy, to some purpose, if you dc 
move off. * 

Gar. I am really confounded ' — Can the charm 
Olivia 

Ccps. Spite, sir — mere malice. My daughter has 
fused her some cast gown, or some 

Olivia. [Withoul, R.] Where is she? — Where is ] 
nette ? 

CcEs. Oh I 'tis all over ! — The tempest is coming I 

Enter Olivia, r. 

OH. [To Minette.] Oh, you vile creature! — To sp 
to me — to answer me ! Am I made to be answered ? 
Cas. Daughter ! daughter ! 

[During the following conversation, Don Casar 
trai/s the 7nost anxious impatierice. 
OH. (c.) Because I threw my work-bag at her, she 
the insolence to complain ; and, on my repeating it, i 
she would not bear it ! Servants choose what they 8 
bear ! 
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(r.) When you are married, ma'am, I hope yoor 
1 will bear your humour less patiently than I have 

My husband ! — Dost think my husband shall con- i 
my will ? Oh ! I long to set a pattern to those 
rives, whose mean compliances degrade the sex 1 
(l.) [AHde»'] Opportune I 

The only husband on record who knew how to 
wife was Socrates ; and, though his lady was a Gre- 
] have some reason to believe her descendants 
d into our family ; and never shall my tame sub- 
L disgrace my ancestry. 

Heavens ! — ^Why have you never curbed this in- 
ate spirit, Don Csesar ? 
\^Siartin§f.} Curbed, sir ! — Talk thus to your 
Curbs and bridles for a woman's tongue ! 
. Not for yours, lady, truly — *tis too late 1 But 
e torrent, now so overbearing, been taken at its 
it might have been stemmed, and turned in gentle 
lets at the master's pleasure. 
A mistake, friend : my spirit, at its spring, was too 
ul for any master. 

, Indeed ! — Perhaps you may meet a Petruchio, 
Katharine, yet. 

But no gentle Katharine will he find me, believe it. 

ine ! — ^Why, she had not the spirit of a roasted 

t ! .^few big w6rds, an empty oath, and a scanty 

made ner as submissive as a spaniel. My fire wiU 

so soon extinguished ; it shall resist big words, 

and starving ! 

. (r.) I believe so, indeed. Help the poor gentle- 
say, to whose fate you fall I 

. Don Cssar, adieu ! My commisseration for your 
bdues the resentment I should otherwise feel at your 
ouring to deceive me into such a marriage. 
Marriage I — Oh, mercy I [Aside to her father.'] Is 
)n Garcia ? 

. (l. c.) Yes, termagant ! 

Oh, what a misfortune ! Why did you not tell me 
the gentleman you designed to marry me to ? [To 
;.] Oh, sir ! all that is past was in sport — a contri- 
tietween my maid and me ; — I have no spirit at all ; 
s patient as poverty. 

. This mask sits too ill on your features, fair lady : 
seen you without disguise, and rejoice vw lo^occ v^-* 
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pray for your conversion, rather. 'than have the 
it, I'd turn Dominican, and condemn myself tc 
celibacy ! 
- C(Eh, Now, hussy ! now, hii^gy ! what do yo\ 

OH. Dear me I how can you be so unreasona 
ever daughter do more to oblige a father ? I 
begged the man to have me. 
' Cces, Yes, vixen ! after you had made him c 
What ! 1 suppose he did not hit your fancy 
though there is not in all Spain a man of prett 
sation. 

Oli. Yes, he has a very pretty kind of coi 
'tis like a parenthesis. 

C(BS. Like a parenthesis ! 

Oli. Yes ; it might be all left out, and never 
However, I thought him a modest kind of a we 
young man, and th^t he would make a pretty 
husband ; for, notwitVstanding his blusterinj^ 
his wife, in three montlis he should have b^i 
and complaisant as 

Cces. Ay, there it is — thermit is ! [^Crossing \ 

spirit of yours, hussy, you can neither cmique 

ceal ; but I'll find a way to tame-it, I'll warran 

[Exit J R. — Olivia and Miri£tte follow him 

eyeSy and then burnt ou& into laughter, 

Min. (l.) Well, madam, l/give you joy ! 
ladies as much success in gfetting lovers, as y 
getting rid of yours, what coirtcnted faces we sh 

on. (r.) But to what purpose do I get rid 
whilst they rise in succession like monthly pir 
there ever anything so provoking ? After some 
believing the men had ceased to trouble themse 
me, no less than two proposals Rave been made 
exorable father this very day ! What will becoi 

Min. What should become of you ? ., You'll 
from the pair, 1 hope. Believe me, madam, th 





My dear, gloomj i 

i-_y~~ »t sun-fihinj looll f 

t^ptil BUishme, I fear i but who conk 



Ves, powerful witchery — the knowledge of 
sex. Not a woman breathing, from fifteen to fifty, 
would rather have a compliment to the tip of her ear 
the turn of her ankle, than a volume in praise of hei 
tellects. 

Oil, S^o flattery, then, is your boasted pill ? 

Vic. No, that's only the occasional gilding ; but 't 
vain to attempt a description of what changed its nj 
with every moment. I was now attentive, now gay, 
tender, then careless. 1 strove rather to convince 
that I was charming, than that I myself was chan 
and when I saw love's arrow quivering in her heart, ins 
of falling at her feet, sung a triumphant air, and ran 
bered a sudden engagement. 

OH. [^Archly.'] Would you have done so, had you 
a man ? 

Vic. Assuredly, knowing what Inow do as a woms 

OU. But can all this be worth while, me^y to ri 
fickle husband with one woman, whilst he* is settin| 
feather, perhaps, at half a score others ? 

Vic. To rival him was not my lifst motive. The 
tugueze robbed me of his heart ; I^concluaed she hac 
cinations which nature had denied to me ; it was imp 
ble to visit her as a woman ; I therefore assumed th< 
valier to study her, that I might, if possible, be t< 
Carlos all he found in her. 

on. Pretty humble creature ! 

Vic. In this adventure I learned more than I expt 
My — oh, cruel ! — my husband has given this woma 
estate — almost all that his dissipations had left us. 

on. Indeed ! 

Vic. To make him more culpable, it was my estat 
was that fortune whicli my lavish love had made his, 
out securing it to my children. 

Oli» How cotild you be so improvident ? 

Vic. Alas ! I trusted him with mv heart — with mv 
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ncfls, without restriction. Should I have shown a greater 
lidtade for anything than for these ? \_Weep8. 

€Hi. The event proves that you should. But how can 
m be thus passive in your sorrow ? Since I had assumed 
M^man, I'd make him feel a man's resentment for such 
guries. 

' Vic. Oh, Olivia ! what resentment can I show to him I 
Kve vowed to honour, and whom both my duty and my 
kMrt compel me yet to love ? You, who know me, can 
M|e how I suffered in prosecuting my plan. I liave 
Mown off the delicacy of sex — I have worn the mask of 
mt to the destroyer of my peace ; but the object is too 

C it to be abandoned, — ^nothing less than to save my hus- 
d from ruin, and to restore him, again a lover, to my 
ftithfiil bosom 1 [Cro88e$ to r. 

OH. Well, I confess, Victoria, I hardly know whether 
■Oit to blame or praise you ; but, with the rest of the 
iorid, I suppose, your success will determine me. 

Enter Gasper, l. 

Gm. (l.) [7b Olivia.'] Pray, madam, are your wedding 
boes ready? 

Oli, (c.) Insolence I [Apart to Victoria,"] I can scarcely 
ver keep up the vixen to this fellow. 

Gat. You'll ^rant them, ma'am, to morrow-morning, 
Iiat's all ; so I came to prepare ye. 

OH, I want wedding shoes to morrow 1 If you are kept 
a water gruel till I marry, that plump face of yours will 
e chap-fallen, I believe. 

Ga». Yes, truly, I believe so, too. Lackaday ! did you 
wppoM I came to bring you news of your own wedding ? 
fe mch glad tidings for you, lady, believe me. You mar- 
U I I am sure tilie man who ties himself to you ought 
> be half a salamander, and able to live in fire 1 

OH. What marriage, then, is it you do me the honour 
I inform me of ? 

Go*. Why, your father's marriage. You'll have a mo- 
ler-in-law to-morrow ; and having, like a dutiful dangh- 
r, danced at the wedding, be immured in a convent for life. 

OH. Immured in a convent ! Then I'll raise sedition ih 
e sisterhood, depose the abbess, and turn the confessor's 
air to a go-cart I 

Ga9. So, the threat of the mother-in-law, which I 
Tught would be worse than that of the abbess, does not 
{htenye? 



cats to cure her. 

He. Has Inis told you I wanted to converse wi 
in private, Gasper ? 

Gas. Oh, yes, madam ; and I took particular 
that it was to be in private. *' Sure,** says I, * 
Inis, Madame Victoria has not taken a fancy to me, 
going to break her mind ?'* 

Vic. Whimsical ! [Laughing.'^ Ha ! ha ! Sup; 
should, Gasper ? 

Gas. Why, then, madam, I should say fortun 
used you devilish scurvily, to give me a graybear< 
livery. I know well enough that some young ladie 
given themselves to graybeards in a gilded coacl 
others have run away with a handsome youth in ii 
lace ; they each had their apology ; but if you run 
with me — pardon me, madam — I could not stai 
ridicule. 

Vic. Oh, very well ; but if you refuse to run aw£ 
me, will you do me another favour ? 

Gar. Anything you'll order, madam, except dai 
fandango. 

Vic. You have seen my rich old uncle in the cou 

Gar. What, Don Sancho, who, with two-third 
century in his face, affects the misdemeanors of 
hides his baldness with amber locks, and complains 
tooth-ache, to make you believe that the two rows c 
he carries in his head grew there. 

He. Oh ! you know him, I find. Could you 
his character for an hour, and make love for him ? 
know it must be in the style of King Roderigo the ] 

Gas. Hang it ! I am rather too near his own £ 
appear an old man with effect, one should not be 
twenty ; 'tis always so on the stage. 

Vic. Plio ! you might pass for Juan's grandson. 

Gas. Nay, if your ladyship condescends to flat 
you have me. 
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Vie. Then follow me, [Crossing to l.] for Don Cesar, 
1 hear, is approaching. In the garden I'll make you ac- 
ig[iiainted with my plan, and impress on your mind every 
Irait of my uncle's character. If you can hit him off, the 
•Its of Laura shall be foiled, and Carlos be again Vic- 
toria's. [Exeuntf l. 

Enter Don C^bsar, r., followed by Olivia. 

Ob9, No, no — 'tis too late ! No coaxings ; I am re- 
solved, I say. 

Oli. But it is not too late, and you sha'n't be resolved, 
I say ! Indeed, now, I'll be upon my guard with the next 
Don — ^what's his name ? — not a trace of the Xantippe left. 
VU study to be charming. 

^ Cie»7 Nay, you need not study it ; you are always charm- 
ing enough, if you would but hold your tongue. 

Oli. Do you think so ? Then to the next lover I won't 
open my lips : I'll answer everything he says with a smile, 
aod, if he asks me to have him, drop a courtsey of thank- 
ftduess. 

Ck». Psha i that's too much t'other way ; — ^you're al- 
irays either above the mark, or below it. You must talk, 
lot talk with good humour. Can't you look gently and 
prettily, now, as I do, and say, '* Yes, sir," and '* No, 
lir," and " 'Tis very fine weather, sir," and " Pray, sir, 
vere you at the ball last night?" and ''I caught a sad 
cold the other evening;" and *' Bless me! I h^ar Lu- 
anda has nm away with her footman, and Don Philip has 
named his housemaid!" That's the way agreeable la- 
dies talk ; you never hear anything else. 

Oli, Very true ; and you shall see mp^ as agreeable as 
Ae best of 'em, if you won't give me B/9iDther«m-law to 
■mb me, and set me tasks, and to take up all the fine 
apartments, and send up your poor little l2vy td lodge 
BflDCt the stars. 

Cst. Ah,rif^hou wert but always thus soft and good- 
hRmonred,~ffiT^other-k»4Mr*in Spain, though she brought 
the Castiles for her portion, should have power to snub 
tiiee. But, Livy, the trial's at hand ; for at this moment 
do I expect Don Yincentio to visit you. He is but just 
VBtnmed from England, and probably has yet heard only 
of your beauty and fortune. I hope it is not from you he 
win learn the other part of your character. 

CMI. This moment expect him ! — ^Two new lovers in a 
day! 
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ber all I have said to you. Be gentlCi and talk f 
small talk — d'ye hear ? — and if you please him 
have the portion of a Dutch burgomaster's dauj 
the pin-money of a princess, you jade you ! [i 
ing.'] I think at last 1 have done it : the fear o 
ther-in-law will keep down the fiend in her, ii 
can. 

OH. Ha ! my poor father, your anxieties will 
till you bring Don Julio. Command me to sa 
petulence, my liberty to him, and Iphigenia hei 
not be more obedient. But what shall I do witi 
centio ? I fear he is so perfectly harmonized, t 
him in an ill temper will be impracticable. I 
however : if 'tis possible to find a discord in him, 
the string. 

SCENE II. — Another Apartment in the Mi 
Enter Don Vincentio and Don C^sar 

Vin. (r.) Presto — presto ! signer, where is t 
Not a moment to spare. I left off in all the fui 
position ; niinums and crotches have been 1 
through my head the whole day, and trying a se; 
G sharp has made me as flat as double F. 

Cces. (l. c.) Sharp and flat 1 trying a semibre 
gad, sir, I had like not to have understood y 
semibreve is something of a demi-culverin, I tal 
you have been practising the art military. 

Vin. Art military I What, sir ! are you unj 
with music ? 

Cics. ]Music ! — Oh, I ask pardon. Then yon 
of music ? [Aside.^ 'Ware of discords ! 

Vin. Fond of it ! — Devoted to it. I compos 
to-day in all the gusto of Sacchini and the sw 
Gliick ; but this recreant finijer fails me in con- 
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e in E octave. If it does not gain more elastic vi- 
1 a week, I shall be tempted to have it amputated, 
pply the shake with a spring. 
. Mercy 1 amputate a finger to supply a shake I 
. Oh 1 that's a trifle in the road to reputation : to be 
of is the summum bonum of this life. A young man 
c should not glide through the world without a (tistin- 
d rage, or, as they call it in England, a hobby-horse. 
. A hobby-horse ! 

. Yes ; that is, every man of figure determines on 
; out in life, in that land of liberty, in what line to 
imself ; and that choice is called his hobby-horse, 
oakes the turf his scene of action ; another drives 
tall phstous, to peep into their neighbours' garret* 
ITS ; and a third rides his hobby-horse in parliament, 
it jerks him sometimes on one side, and sometimes 
I other — sometimes in, and sometimes out ; till at 
he is jerked out of his honesty, and his constituents 
their freedonl. . .. ..... . — „ r— ■^■•'_ 



J Thid i8'alrcanUDle--nothing to do with the sub- 

' the piece, which is Donna Olivia. Pray give me 

y-note to her heart. 

'. Upon my word, signer — to speak in your own 

)— I believe that note has never yet been sounded. 

ingr and looking oif, r.] Ah ! here she comes — ^look 

1— Isn't she a charming girl ? 

. (l. c.) Touching! — Musical, I'll be sworn; her 

ir 18 harmonious. 

•• lAride, c] I wish you may^gfc find her tongue so 1 

ier Olivia, b., courtesying profoundly to each. 

iter, receive Don Yincentio. His rank, fortune, and 

entitle him to be the heiree* of a grandee ; but he 

tented to become my son-in-law, if you can please 

\_Olivia courtesies again. 
. Please me 1 — She entrances me ! her presence 
me like a cadenza of Pachierotti's, and every nerve 
St to the music of her looks 1 [Crossing to c] 
Her step andante gently moves. 

Pianos gUnce from either eye ; 
Oh 1 how largetto is the heart 
That charms so fort^ can defy I 
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Oli. 'Tis a very fine day, sir. 

Vin. Madam ! 

Oli. I caught a sad cold the other evenin 
you at the ball last night ? 

Vin. What ball, fair lady ? 

Oli. Bless me ! they say Lucinda has run 
footman, and Don Philip has married his '. 
[Apart to her father ^ who comes forward ^ b 
not very agreeable ? 

CcBS. [Aaide.'] Oh ! such perverse obediei 

Vin. Really, madam, I have not the ho; 
Don Philip and Lucinda ; nor am I happy ei 
to comprehend you. 

Oli. No ! — I only meant to be agreeable, 
you have no taste for pretty little small talk : 

Vin. Pretty little small talk ! . 

Oli. A marked character you admire ; so 
on it. 1 would not resemble the rest of the 
thing. 

Vin. My taste to the fiftieth part of a ci 
shall agree admirably when we are married. 

Oli. And that will be unlike the rest of th 
therefore charming. 

Cccs. [Aside.'] It will do ! I have hit h( 
last ! Why didn't this young dog offer hims 

Oli, 1 believe 1 have the honour to carry 
way farther than you, Don Vincentio. Pra 
is your usual style in living ? 

Vin. My winters I spend in Madrid, as 
do ; ray summers I drawl through at my casi 

Oli. As other people do. And yet you pr< 
and singularity ! [Laughing.'] Ha, ha, ha ! 
Vincentio, never talk of a marked characte 
into the country in July to smell roses an 
when everybody regales on their fragrance ! 
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ite only in winter, and my bleak castle should be 
with verdnre and flowers, amidst the soft zephyrs 
f December. 

fCn. lAride, l.] Oh I she*ll go too far ! ^ 

. On the leafless trees I would hang green branches 
labour of silk-worms, and therefore natural ; whilst 
oe-shmbs and myrtles should be scented by the first 
in Italy — ^unnatural, indeed, but therefore sin- 
and striking. 

Vm. Oh, charming 1 Yon beat me where I thought 
the strongest. Would they but establish newspa- 
here, to paragraph our singularities, we should be the 
envied couple in Spain. 
•Ctef. lAside,] By St. Anthony I he is as mad as she is t 
Vm, What say you, Don Ceesar ? Olivia and her win- 
and I and my music. 
Music, did you say ? — Music ! — I am passionately 
of that. 

'Ctt8. {Aside."] She has saved my life I I thought she 
going to knock down his hobby-horse. 
In, You enchant me I I have the finest band in Ma- 
my first violin draws a longer bow than Giardini ; 

darinets, my viol de gamba Oh, you shall have 

concerts! 
OU. Concerts I — Pardon me there. My passion is a 

instrument. 
Fm. That's carrying singularity very far indeed! I 

a crash ; so does everybody of taste. 
OS. But my taste isn't like everybody's; my nerves 
■0 particularly fine, that more tiian one instrument 
rers them. 

VM, Pray tell me the name of that one ; I am sure it 
be the most elegant and captivating in the world. I 
impatient to know it. We'll have no other instru- 
in Spain, and I will study to become its master, 
I may woo you with its music. Charming Olivia ! 
ne — 18 it a hiupsichord ? a pianoforte ? a pentachord ? 

OH. Ton have it — ^you have it ! — A harp — ^yes, a Jew's 

is to me the only instrument. Are you not charmed 

tiie delightful h — ^a — ^m of its base, running on the 

like the distant rumble of a stage-coach ? It presents 

Idea' of vastness and importance to the mind. The 

it yoa are its master, I'll give you my hand. 

Vkh Da capo I madam, da capo !— A Jew'ft haT\k\ 

c2 



.,e as well to talk on the same subject in fifty (H 

ferent tongues. A band ! 'tis a mere olio of sound ; — I 
rather listen to a three-stringed guitar, serenading a sen] 
stress in some neighbouring garret. 

^ Cas. Oh ! you Don Vinceatio, this is nothing Vi 

perverseness — wicked perversencss. Hussy ! didn't y( 
shake when you mentioned a garret ? — Didn't bread ai 
water and a step-mother come into your head at the san 
time ? 

Vin. Piano — piano ! good sir. Spare yourself all h 
ther trouble. Should the Princess of Guzzarat, andi 
her diamond mines, offer themselves, I would not accej 
them in lieu of mv band — a band that has half ruined B 
to collect. I would have allowed Donna Olivia a blooma 
garden in winter ; I would even have procured barrennei 
and snow for her in the dog-days ; but to have my ban 
insulted — to have my knowledge in music slighted — to I 
roused from all the energies of composition by the droii 
of a Jew's harp ! — 1 cannot breathe under the idea ! 
- Cces. Then — then you refuse her, sir ? 

Vin. I cannot use so liarsh a word : I take my leave ( 
the lady. [Crossiiif/ to l.] Adieu, madam ! 1 leave yo 
to enjoy your solos, whilst I fly to the raptures of 
crash ! [Ejdt, I 

[Don Cccsar adtmnces towards Olivia^ looks sternly i 
?ier face, and, without uttering a word, exits E. 

Oli, Mercy ! that silent anger is terrifying 1 I read 
young mother-in-law, and an old lady abbess, in every lin 
of liis face 1 

J^w^er Victoria, l. 

Well, you heard the whole, I suppose — heard poor un 
happy me scorned and rejected ? 

Vic. I heard you in imminent danger ; and expectc 
Signor Da Capo would have snapped you up, in spite ( 
caprice and extravagance. 
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OB. Oh, they charmed instead of scaring him. I soon 
tiiat my only chance was to fall across his caprice. 
sn is the philosopher who could withstand that ? 
Vh, But what, my good cousin, does all this tend to ? 
OH. I dare say you can guess. Penelope had never 
ited her lovers with a never-ending web, had she not 
an Ulysses. 
Fie. An Ulysses ! — ^What, are yoii then married ? 
OU. Oh, no— not yet ; but, believe me, my design is not 
I lead apes, nor is my heart anicicle. [Crossing to l.] If 
I choose to know more, put on your veil, and slip with 
through the g^den to the Prado. 
Fie. I can't, indeed ; 1 am this moment going to dress 
ihomme, to visit the impatient Portuguese. 
OH. Send an excuse, for positively you go with me. — 
and earth I I am going to meet a man, whom I 
been fool enough to dream and think of these two 
ly and I don*t know that ever he thought of me in his 

Fie. TVo yean discovering that t 

OU, He has been abroad. The only time I ever saw 

iras at the Duchess of Medina's ; there were a thou- 

people, and he was so elegant, so careless, so hand- 

I In a word, though he set off for France the next 

ig, by some witchcraft or other, he has been before 

eyes ever since. 

Fie. Was the impression mutual ? 
OU. He hardly noticed me ; I was then a bashful thing, 
hitt out of a convent, and shrunk from observation. 
^ Fie. Why, I tiiought you were going to meet him ? 

OH. To be sure ; I sent him a command this morning 
hi be at the Prado. I am determined to find out if his 

hnDt is engaged, and if it is 

^- Fie. You'll cross your arms, and crown your brow with 

ttOkms. 

^ OH. No, positively, not whilst we have myrtles. I 

hmild prefer Julio, 'tis true, to all his sex ; but if he is 

Miipid enough to be insensible to me, 1 sha'n't for that 

iMion pine like a girl, on chalk and oatmeal. No, no : in 

ftit case, I shall form a new plan, and treat my future 

lifers witJi more civility. 

I Fie. You are the only woman in love I ever heard talk 

pMombly. 

OH. Well, prepare for the Prado, and I'll give you a 
lesMm i^gainst jour days of widowhood. Don^l ^^xx v)\^ 

• c 3 
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:T III. 

SCENE I. — A Long Street in Madrid. 

Enter Don Julio, hastily ^ from a garden-gate^ R. u. i. 
a Servant iciihin fastens the gate, 

Jvl. Yes, yes I bar the gat© fast, Cerberus, lest so 
other curious traveller should stumble on your confii 
If ever I am so caught again 

Enter Don Garcia, hastily^ r., and crosses to l. — /i 

seizes him. 

Don Garcia, never make love to a woman in a veil I 

Gar. (l.) Wliy so, prithee ? Veils and secrecy are 
chief ingredients ^i a »Spanish amour ; but in two ye 



Julio, tliou art gr{)\jjal)solutejy Frenc]^^ 

Ji.i. (r. c.) 'J'hat may be ;, but if^ver I trust to a 
again, may no lovely, Woomiijg beauty ever trust me 
"NVhy, dost know, I have bc§« an hour at the feet < 
creature, \vho?e first hirthdq,y, nuiy; have been kept 
latter end of the last eentuoj', ,and whose trembling, y 
voiee I mistook for the tii^d eadenee of bashful fifteer 

Gar. [La>i(//t'nir/.'] liaylia, ha ! — What a happines 
have seen tliee in thy rajilures, m-titioning for half a gl 
only of the charms the eavious v^I concealed ! 

Jul. Yes ; and when siie unvcired her Gothic cou 
nance, to render the thir^ completely ridiculous, she 
gan moralizing ; and posinively would not let me ou 
the snare, till I had persuaded her she had worked a 
version, and that I'd never n^ake love but in an he 
way again. ^• 

Gar. Oh ! that honest way of love-making is deligb 
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choose to think so, Til settle that point with you 
diately. But, for fear of consequences, 1*11 fly hone 
add the last bar to my concerto, and then meet you 
yoQ please. ' 

Jul. [^Interposing.'] Bbo ! this is evidently mie 
hension. To clear the matter up, 1*11 visit the 1 
you'll introduce me, Vincentio ; — but you shall bol 
mise to be governed in this dispute by my decision. 

Vin. I'll introduce you with joy, if you'll try t 
suade her of the necessity of music, and the charmi t 
mony. 

Gar. Yes, she needs that ; you'll find her all j 
discord. 

Jul. Come, no more, Garcia ; thou art but a \ 
a male vixen thyself. Melodious Vincentio I when 
expect you ? 

Vin. This evening. 

Jul. Not this evening : I have engaged to meet ; 
finch in a grove ; then I shall have music, you rogu 

Vin. It won't sing at night. ^ 

Jul. Then I'll talk to it till the morning, and 
pour out its matins to the rising sun. Call on : 
morrow ; I'll then attend you to Donna Olivia, s 
dare faithfully the impression her character makes 
Come, Garcia ; I must not leave you together, 1 
crotchets and your minuras should fall into a crash 
cord. [Exeunt^ Vincentio l., Julio and Ga 

SCENE II.— The Prado, 

Enter Don Carlos, l. u. e. 

Car. All hail to the powers of Burgundy I Thr© 
to my own share ! What sorrows can stand againe 
flasks of Burgundy ? I was a d — d melancholy fell« 
morning, going to shoot myself to get rid of my tr 
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my troubles now ? Gone to the inoon, to look 
3 ; and there, I hope, they'll remain together, if 
come back without t'other. But where is Uiis 
}gf Julio ? He fit to receiye appointments from 
are I have not missed the hour ? ILooking at 
\ No — but seven yet. Seven's the hour, by 
\ of Burgundy ! The rogue must be here. Let's 
;. ^Retires upt l. u. s. 

r Victoria and Olivia, veiled^ r. u. s 

itively, mine's a pretty spark, to let me be first 

e of appointment ! I have half resolved to go 

1, to punish him. 

I answer for its being but half a resolution ; to 

itire would be to punish yourself. [Obierving 

"here's a solitary man ; is not that he ? 

link not. If he'd please to turn his fece this 

at's impossible, while the loadstone is the other 

is looking at the women in the next walk.— 

disturb him ? 

TeamingJ] Oh 1 a fHghtful frog 1 [Carlot turns, 

,) Heavens ! 'tis my husband 1 

) Your husband ! — Is that Don Carlos ? 

is, indeed. 

ly, really, now I see the man, I don't wonder 

xe in no hurry for your weeds. He is moving 

• 

:annot speak to him, and yet my soul flies to 

[Retiret up. 
Coming forward, l.] Pray, lady, what occa- 
t pretty scream ? 1 shrewdly suspect it was a 

Tap 1 \_Laughing,'] Ha, ha, ha I — ^A trap for you t 
liy not, madam? Zounds! a man with three 
(urgundy in his head is worth laying a trap for.' ' 
s, unless he happens to be trapped before. 'Tis 

years since you was caught, 1 take it. Do keeji 

1 Odious 1 a married man ! 
be devil ! — Is it posted under every saint in the 

I am a married man ? 
» ; you carry the marks about you : that rueful 

never belong to a bachelor. 
f all the thorns of matrimony I i f 
K>r man I how natural to twew \>3 ii^t ^ta 



Enter Don Julio, l. 

Oh, Julio! look not that way; there's a tongue will iti 
thee ! 

Jul. Heaven be praised I I love female prattle. Af 
man's tongue can never scare me. Which of these t 
goldfinches makes the music ? • [Crosses to OUvia, 

Car. [Tnking Victorians handy who comes forw* 
L. c] Oh, this is as silent as a turtle— only coos now i 
then. Perhaps you don't hate a married man, sweet oi 

Vic. You guess right : I love a married man. 

Car. Ha I say'st thou so ? Wilt thou love me ? 

Vic. Will you let me ? 

Car. Let thee, my charmer ! How 1*11 cherish 1 
for't ! What would I not give for thy heart ! 

Vic. I demand a price that, perhaps, you cannot gii 
I ask unbounded love ; but you have a wife. 

Car. And therefore the readier to love every other 
man ; — 'tis in your favour, child. 

Vic. Will you love me ever ? 

Car. Ever! — Yes, ever; till we find each other 
company, and yawn, and talk of our neighbours for an 
ment. 

Vic. Farewell ! — I suspected you to be a bad chapi 
and that you would not reach my terms. [Goim 

Car. Nay, I'll come to your terms if I can. But i 
this way ; I am fearful of that woodpecker at your el 
Should she begin again, her noise would scare all the pi 
loves that are playing about my heart. Don't turn 
head towards them ; — if you like to listen to love t 
you'll meet fond pairs enough in this walk. 

[Gent It/ forcing her q 

Jul. I really believe, though you deny it, that yoi; 
my destiny ; that is, you fated me hither. [Taking a I 
from his pocket.] See — is not this your mandate ? 

0/i. Oh, delightful'. — T\ie ftcta^wV o^ «ome chan 
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r, perhaps, of your valet, to give you an air. What 
Ded? Marriatomes ? Tomasa? Sancha? 
Nay, now I am convinced the letter is yours, since 
ise it ; so you may as well confess. 
Suppose I should, you can't be sure that I do not 
you. 

True ; but there is one point in which I have made 
lot to be deceived ; therefore, the preliminary is, 
u throw off your veil. 
My veil I 

Positively. If yon reject this article, our negoda* 
ds. 

You have no right to offer articles, unless you owb 
f conquered. 

1 own myself wiUing to be conquered, and have, 
re, a right to make tibe best terms I can. Do yon 
to the demand ? 
Certainly not. 
You had better. 
I protest I will not. 

[Atide,'] My life upon't, I make you! [Aloud.'] 
madam, how absurd this is : 'tis reducing us to the 
m of Pyramus and Thisbe, talking through a wall. 
I of no consequence, for I know your featnrea. •• 
though I saw them. 
How can that be ? 

I judge of what you hide by what I see. I could 
Dur picture. 

Charming I — Pray begin the portrait. 
Imprimis, a broad h%h fordiead, rounded at the 
:e an old-ftishioned gateway. 
Oh, horrid I 

Little gray eyes, a sharp nose, and hair the oolovr 
y prunella. 
Odious I 

Pale cheeks, thin lips, and— ^ 
[Throwing qf her veil,'] Hold— hold ! ihon vilU- 
Fbere 1 [Carlos einke on one knee,] Yes, kneel in 
ion for your malicious libel I 
Say, rather, in adoration. [AtidOf riting,] What a 
ig creature 1 

So, now for lies on the other, side. 
A forehead formed by the Graces; hair, wbish. 
would steal for lu« bow-atrings, were he not en- 
is sbootiD^ through those spefUini^ Ynsi^. 6x<^!(ftA> 



called it into words. 

Oli. Suppose I should understand, from all this, i 
you have a mind to be in love with me ; wouldn't you 
finely caught ? 

Jul. Charmingly caught, if you'll let me understa 
at the same time, that you have a mind to be in 1 
with me. 

Oli. In love with a man ! Heavens I I never loved a 
thing but a squirrel. 

Jul. Make me your squirrel ; I'll put on your cIm 
and gambol and play for ever at your side. 

Oli. But suppose you should have a mind to break 
chain ? 

Jul. Then loosen it ; for, if once that humour sd 
me, restraint won't cure it. Let me spring and bouiM 
liberty ; and when I return to my lovely mistress, tirec 
all but her, fasten me again to your girdle, and kiss 
while you chide. 

Oli. Your servant I — To encourage you to leave 
again ? 

Jul. No : to make returning to you the strongest 
traction of my life. "Why are you silent ? 

Oli. I am debating whether to be pleased or displea 
at what you have said. 

Jul. Well? 

Oli. You shall know when I have determined, 
friend and yours are approaching this way, and they n 
not be interrupted. 

Jul. 'Twould be barbarous ; we will retire as far ofl 
you please. 

Oli. But we retire separately, sir. That lady is a ' 
man of honour, and this moment of the highest importa 
to her. You may, however, conduct me to the gate, 
condition that you leave me instantly. 

Jul. [Abide.] Leave her instantly I Oh, then I h 
my cue ! lEj^euntj r. h 
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r Don Carlos, l., followed by Victoria, t«n- 

veiled, 

{Turning, and looking at her.'] My wife ! 
Oh, heavens ! I will veil myself again^-I will hide 
for ever from you, if you will still feast my ears 
386 soft vows, which a moment since you poured 
I eagerly I 

What ! am I to be followed, haunted, watched ? 
Not to upbraid you : I followed you, because my 
without you seemed a dreary desert. Indeed, I 
er upbraid you 1 

Generous assurance ! — Never upbraid me I [Oom- 
..] No, by Heavens I VVL take care you never shall I 
Would I could find words to please you I 
You cannot ; therefore, leave me 1 
Is it possible you can be so barbarous ? 
Do not expostulate : your first vowed duty is obe- 
-that word so grating to your sex. 
To me it was never grating ; to obey you has been 
;— even now I will not dispute your will, though I 
' the first time, obedience hateful. [Goitig, but re* 
.] Oh, Carlos! my dear Carlos! I go, but my 
oains with you 1 \Exit, b., 

Ob, horrible I — Had I not taken this harsh mea- 
most have killed myself ; for how could I tell her 
tave made her a beggar ? Better she should hate, 
Ae, than that my tenderness should give her a pros- 
felicity, whi<^ now she can never taste. Oh, 
sated spirit ! where art thou now ? Madness ! 
o me again ; for reason presents me nothing but 
! 

JU'tnter Don Julio, k. u. e. 

Carlos, who the devil can they be ? My charming 
itch was inflexible. I hope yours has been more 
dcative. 

IDetperatelg."] Folly ! nonsense ! [Exit, l. 

FoUy ! nonsense ! What, a pretty woman's smile ! 
m^.J Ha, ha, ha! Upon my soul, it has more 
on, and, consequently, more reason, than a logical 
ion ; — but these married fellows have neither taste 
Humph! suppose my fair one should want to 
ne into such an animal ! — She can't have so much 
n her disposition ; and yet, if she should'— —Fbot 

D 



lind that I should marry your daughter? 

Kfir.v. It is sufficient, signer, that you have signified 
us your intention ; — my daughter shall prove her gratitni 
in her attention to your felicity. 

C(ps. {Aside.'] Egad ! now it comes to the push 
[Aloud.'] Hem ! hem ! — But just nineteen, you say? 

Vas. Exactly, the eleventh of last month. 

C'tf*. Pity it was not twenty ! 

Vas. Why, a year can make no difference, I she 
think. 

CcBs. Oh yes, it does ; a year's a great deal ; they 
so skittish at nineteen. 

Vas. Those who are skittish at nineteen, I fear, 
won*t find much mended at twenty. Marcella is 1 
grave, and a pretty little, plump, fair 

Cu's. Aye, fair again 1 Pity she isn't brown or ol 
I like your olives. 

Vas. Brown and olive I — You are very wliinasical, 
old friend. 

Cics, Why, these fair girls are so stared at by the i 
and the young fellows, now-a-days, have a d — d impa( 
stare with them ; — 'tis very abashing to a woman — 
distressing. 

Vas. Yes, so it is ; but happily their distress is of 
nature, that it generally goes olf in a simper. But, cc 
I'll send Marcella to you, and she will 

Ca'S. No, no 1 stay, my good friend. [Gasping,'\ 
are in a violent hurry. 

Vas. Why, truly, signor, at our time of life, wh« 
determine to marry, we have no time to lose. 

Ccvs, Why, that's very true; and so — {Aside."] Oh, 
Anthony ! now it comes to the point l-— But there cai 
no harm in looking at her ; a look won't bind us for Im 
for worse. [Aloud.] Well, then, if you have a mirn 
say, you may let me see her. [Exit VasqueZf L.— 
Ccrsar 7;?//* on his spectacles.] Aye, here she comei 
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near her — trip, trip, trip ! I don't like that step : a wo- 
man should always tread steadily, with dignity — ^it awes 
the men. 

Re-enter Don Yasquez, l., leading Marcblla. 

Viu. There, Marcella, behold your future husband ; and 
r lemember, that, your kindness to him will be the standard 
^jtf your duty to me. lExit, l. 

Mar. [Aside,'] Oh, neayens 1 

'Cos, [Aside.'] Somehow, I am afiraid to look round. 
Mar. [Aside.] Surely, he does not know that I am 

[Coughs gently. 
'Gbs. [Aside.] So I she knows how to give an item, I 
IkAl 
Mar, Pray, signor, have you any commands for me ? 
Cos. [Aside.] Hum ! not non plused at all ! [Turning 
\ka^ round,] Oh, that eye ! I don't like that eye I 

Mar, My father commanded me 

CtBS. Yes, I know — I know. [Aside.] Why, now I look 

main, there is a sort of a modest Oh ! that smile — 

that smile will never do ! 

Mar. I understand, signor, that you have demanded my 
hand in marriage. 

CiB9. [Aside,] Upon my word, plump to the point ! — 
[jUoud.] Yes, I did a sort of — I can't say but that I did. 
L Mar. I am not insensible of the honour you do me, sir, 

^ bat— but 

^C^BS* But I — ^What, don't you like the thoughts of the 
[TBiitch? 

Mar* Oh, yes, sir, yes— exceedingly. [Aside^ I dare 
lot say no. 
^ Cm». Oh, you dor— exfeeedingly I [With ill humour.] 
What, I suppose, child, yoxir head is full of jewels, and 
' faery, and equipage ? 

Mar. No, indeed, sir. 
^ Ctef . No I— What then ?— What sort of a life do you 
sa:pcct to lead "when you are my wife ? What pleasures 
-#je look forward to ? 
^ Mar, None. 
^Cdu, Hey! 

Mar, I shall obey my father, sir ; I shall marry you, 
.\JFeqring,] but I shall be most wretched 1 
^Csa, Indeed! 

Mar, There im not a fate I would not prefer ; but par- 

d2 



1^ 



Mar. Dear sir, you charm pie ! 

Ca'8. But, hark ye : you'll certainly incur your fathc 
anger, if 1 don't take the refusal entirely on myself; whi 
I will do, if you'll only assist me in a little business I lu 
in hand. 

Mar. Anything to show my gratitude. 

C(L'8. You must know, I can't- get my daughter 
marry ; there's nothing on ea^ will drive her to it, 1 
the dread of a mother-in-law*' -Now, if you will let it i 
pear to her that you and I ar^ driving to the goal of t 
trimony, I believe it will do. What say you ? Shall 
be lovers in play ? ^ 

Mar. If you are sure it will be only in play. 

Cess, Oh, my life upon't ! But we must be very fo 
you know. ^^ 

Mar. To be sure — exceedingly tender. \_Laughin 
Ha, ha, ha ! .# 

Cas. You must sm^e upon me now and then roguisl 
and slide your hand into mine, wheq you are^sure she s 
you ; and let me pat your^heek^^^lU 

Mar. Oh I no farther, p?ay; that will be quite si 
cient. ^ > 

C(P8. Gad ! I begin to take a fandy to ^our rogue's fi 
now I'm in no danger! Mayn't' we — mayn't we sal 
sometimes ? It will seem infinitAy qaore natural. 

Mar. Never ; such an attemj^ wo^ld make me fly oi 
once. I \ 

C(ps. Well, you must be ladylgovern^'^s in this busin> 
[^Crossing to l.] -I'll go home n\w, anc^fret madam ab 
her young mother-in-law. Bye,^weeting t / . , 
Mar. Bye, charmer ! \ 

Cas. Oh ! bless its pretty eyes I [JS^Y, 

Mcr. Bless its pretty spectacles! [^Laughing.'] Ha, 
ha ! Enter into a league with a cross old fath er ag aini 
daugl ter I Why, how could he suspect me capable of 



impudence of an acconi}>lished cavalier. 

[She goes to the toilette table ^ and adjusts her 
the glass, 

Re-enfer Lavra, r. — Victoria sings an air^ dancet 
steps, and then runs to Laura^ and seizes her ha 

Vic. My lovely Laura ! 

Lau. That look speaks Laura loved as well as lo^ 

Vic. To be sure. Petrarch immortalized his La 
his verses, and mine shall be immortal in my passio 

Lau. I cannot conceive how you feed this im 
passion. 

Vic. Oh, by thinking of you, and reading your '. 
and 

Lau. My letters ! — How often do you read them 

Vic. A dozen times an hour ; drink each dear lir 
my eyes, whilst my lips drink chocolate ; place then 
night under my pillow ; and 

Lau. In the morning, fling them into the fire. 

Vic. Madam ! 

Lav. Oh, Florio ! how deceitful 1 I know no 
enchantment binds me to thee. 

Vic. [Playing carelessly with the feather in hei 
Me, my dear ! — Is all this to me.^ ' * 

Lau. Yes, ingrate, thee ! 

Vic. Positively, Laura, you have these extravaj 
so often, I wonder my passion can st^jind them, 
by such destructive arts as these you cured Don Ca 
his love. ' 

Lav. Cured Don Carlos ! Oh, Florio ! wert th 
as he is ! \ 

Vic. [Eagerly.'] AVhy, you don't pretend he lov 
still ? 

Laif. Yes, most ardently and truly. 

Vic. Hall! 

Lau. If thou wouldst persuade me that thy pass 
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■1, borrow his words — his looks ; he a hypocrite one dear 
DBMsnt, and speak to me in all the fren2y of that love, 
Udii warms the heart of Carlos. 
Fie. IStartinff.'] The heart of Carlos ! 

[Aside^ Ha 1 that seemed a jealons pang ; it 
my hopes new life ! [AloudJ] Yes, Florio, he indeed 
what it is to lo^e. For me he forsook a beauteous 
nay, and with me he would forsake his country. 
Vie. ViUain 1 yiUain ! 

Nay, let not the thought distress you thus. Carlos 

he is the weakest of mankind. 

Tie. 'Tis false, madam 1 you cannot despise him. Carlos 

weakest of mankind 1 Heavens 1 what woman could 

him ? Persuasion sits on his tongue, and love — al- 

love, triumphant in his eyes ! 

lev. This is strange : you speak of your rival with the 

ion of a mistress. 

tFie. Laura, it is the fate of jealousy, as well as love, to 

die charms of its object increased and heightened. I 

jealous — jealous to distraction, of Don Carlos, and 

taste peace, unless you^il swear never to see him 

1 [Aside J crossing to r.] How nearly had I been be- 

I 

Isv. I swear — joyfully swear, never to behold or speak 

>Um again ! When, dear youth, shall we retire to For- 

? We are not safe here. 
Vie, [Observing her toith apprehensi(mJ\ You know I 
not rich ; — ^you must firat sell the lands my rival gave 

Xm. "Us done ; I have found a purchaser, and to-mor- 

the transfer will be finished. 
■]^. [Aside. "] Ah 1 I have now, then, nothing to trust 
iVst the ingenuity of Gasper. [Aloud J] There is reason 
^fetr Don Carlos had no right in that estate, with which 
iSBpposed yourself endowed. 

No r%ht ! — ^What can have given you those sus- 

» 

Fir. A conversation with Juan, his steward ; who as- 

me, that his master never had an estate in Leon. 
Lsu, Never ! — ^What, not by marriage ? 
Fie. Joan says so. 
Lim. My blood runs cold ! Can I have taken pains to 

ive myself ? Could I think so, I should be mad. 
Vie. These doubts may soon be annihilated, or con- 
to certainty. I have seen Don Sancho, the uncle 



Vic. Write him a billet, and I will send it to| 
lodgings. J 

Lau. Instantly. [Crossing to b.] Dear Florio, a ■ 
prosj)ect opens to me : Don Sancho is rich and generM 
and, by j)laying on his passions, without yielding to thd 
his fortune may be a constant fund to us. I'll dip myi 
in flattery. [JSari^J 

Vic. Base woman ! how can I pity thee, or regret i 
steps which my duty obliges me to take ? For mysdff 
would not swerve from the nicest line of rectitude, i 
wear the shadow of deceit, but for my children. Is til 
a parental heart that will not pardon me ? [£jrt^, 

SCENE II. — An Apartment at Don Ccesar'^s. 

Enter Olivia and Minette, l. 

Oli. Well, here we are in private : what is this chai 
ing intelligence of which thou art so full this morning ? 

Mill. Why, ma'am, as I was in the balcony that 01 
looks Don Yasquez's garden. Donna Marcella told 1 
that Don Caesar had last night been to pay her a visit { 
>ious to their marriage, and 

OH. Their marriage ! How can you give me the intc 
gcnce with such a look of joy ? Their marriage I W 
will become of me ? 

Min. Dear ma'am, if you'll but have patience I 1 
says, that Don Caesar and she are i)erfectly agreed ■ 

Oli. Still with that smirking face ! I can't have 
tience 1 

Min. [^Producing a letter.'] Then, madam, if you w( 
lot me tell the story, please to read it. Here's a le' 
from Doima Marcella. 

OH. Why did you not give it me at first ? 

[Opeua the letter ^ and rci 

Min. Because I didn't like to be cut out of my st( 
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itors were obliged to come to the point at once, mercy 
. I what tropes and figares we should lose ! 
• [•/(>x/«//y.] Ohy Minette I I give you leave to smirk 
JListen. [Reading,^ " I am more terrified at the 
\f becoming your father* a wtfe^ than you are in the 
tmiion qf a ttep-mother ; and Don CcMar would be as 
9 either qf us. He only means to frighten you into 
'f and I havst on certain conditions, agreed to 
but whatever you may hear^ or see, be assured 
»iMinff is so impossible as that he should become the 
»d qf- — Donna Marcblla.'' Oh, delightful girl I 

love her for this I 

•• Yes, ma'am ; and if you'd had patience, I should 
told you that she's now here with Don Caesar, in 

debate how to begin the attack, which must force 
ft take shelter in the arms of a husband. 
, All I no matter how they begin it. Let them 
I themaelFes in raising batteiies; my reserved fire 
tomble them about their ears, in the moment my 
btlier is singing his lo's for victory 1 [^Looking off, 
But here come the lovers. Well, I protest now, 
m and sixty is a very comely sight I 'Tis contrast 
,«ffect to every thing. Lud ! how my father ogles I 
I no idea he was such a sort of man. I am really 
Hhe isn't quite so good as he should be 1 

Don Cmbab., leading Marcklla, r. — Minette 
retires up, l. 

{jipart to Marceila,'] Hum f — Madam looks very 

[} we shall discompose her, or Tm much mistaken. 

L] So, Olivia, here's Donna Marceila come to 

though, as matters are, that respect was due 

(l. c.) I am sensible of the condescennon. — 
fMmreeila's handJ] My dear ma'am, how very good 
il 

[Asidef bJ] Yes, you'll think yourself wonder- 

[mged, when you know all ! [Aloud,'] Qray, Donna 

what do you think of these apartments ? The 

and de<»ration8 are my daughter's taste : would 

them to remain, or wiU you give orders to have 

(c) Changed, undoubtedly : I can have nobody's 
[fVfem my apartments but my own. 

lApmi i0 ierJ] Ah I that touches I — See hoii i^ 



hide it I you are frightened out of your wits at 
of a mother-in-law, especially a youngi sa: 

one ! <^C/ 

on. Pardon me, sir ; the thought of a^i 
was indeed disagreeable, but her being you; 
qualifies it. [Crosshiff to Marcella.'] I hope, n 
give us balls, and the most spirited parties ; yo 
how stupid we have been. My dear father 

things, but 1 hope now 

Cces. (l.) Hey, hey, hey ! — What's the m 
this ? Why, hussy ! don't you know you'll hi 
ment but the garret ? 

OH. (c.) That will benefit my complex 
mending my health. 'Tis charming to sleep i 
situation. 

Cfps. Here — here's an obstinate, perverse-* 
OH, Bless me, sir ! are you angry that I 1 
to your marriage without murmuring ? 

Ccps. Yes, 1 am ! yes, I am ! — You ought 

and you ought to — to — to 

OH. Dear me ! I find love taken up late 
bad effect on the temper. I wish, my dear p 
felt the influence of Donna Marcella's chari 
sooner. 

Cats. You do ! you do I Why, this must 1 
this can't be real. 

OH. Indeed, indeed it is ; and I protest 
ment with this lady has given me more pie 
have tasted ever since you began to teaze me 
band. You seemed determined to have a m; 
family ; and I hope now 1 shall live in quiet i 
sweet, young mother-in-law. 

Crrs. [Wal/ciuff about in great affitaiion.l 

Was there ever She doesn't care for a in< 

Can't frighten her 1 

OH. Sure, my fate is very peculiai', that, I 
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;hoice, and submitting with humble duty to your 

I be the cause of offence 1 

issy I I don't want you to be pleased with my 

don't want you to submit with humble duty to 

Where I do want you to submit, you rebel !-— ^- — . * 

— ^you are ^But I'll mortify that wayward ^O 

IEjpU, with MareJiOf a. . 
doming forward,'] Well, really, my master is in •j^P' 
passion ; he seems more angry ht your Uking ^ 
;e, than at your refusing to 1^ married yourtel^ 
it have been better, madam, to have affeeted j 

? ! 

what purpose, but to lay myself open to fresh 

s, in order to get rid of the eril I pretended to 

less us 1 nothing can be more easy than for my 

e gratified, if he were but lucky in the dioioe 

J 
I much as to say, madam, that there is— ' < 

ijf yes, ** as much as- to say." I see you are [ 

have my secret, Minette ; and so ' j 

Enter a Sbbvanx, l. ! 

ere is a gen\;leman at the door, madam, called I 

de Melessina. He waits on you from Don Yin- . ' 



10? — Don Julio I — It cannot be! Art llion 
name ? • • . 

e servant repeated it twice. He is in a fin« 
id seems to be a nobleman. j 

iduct him hither. [BiHt Servamt, Im] [jUii§,1 
lished — ^I cannot see him I I would not hmwe 
the Incognita to be Oliria for woilds. Then it < 

.y. [AUmd.'] Minette, ask no qoestionf, hot do 
you. Receiye Don Julio in my nairfB ; call 
e heiress of Don Cesar, and oni no accoinift raf- 
believe that you are anything else. TExU, m« 
•, then, tliis is some new lover whom uie is de« 
> disgust, and fancies that making me pass Ibr 
mplete it 1 Perhaps her ladyfthip may be mis- 
igh 1 ILooking off, l.] Upon my word, a sweet 
, Ittd 1 my heart beats with the very idea of his 
e to me, even though he takes me Ibr anotlier ! 
ink he sha'n't find me here ;— standing in the 
a room gives one's appearance no effect. rU 
hhn vnth an easy swim, or an cucmjcn^tfti^t v 



' 



Re-enter Mixette, very affectedly^ r. s. s. 

3///I. Sir. your most obedient, humble servant. T 
ar«" Don Julio de Melessina, I am extremely glad to i 
you. sir. [Then^ 

Jul. {Aside."] A very courteous reception I [ilto» 
Yim honour me infinitely, madam. I must apologize 
waiting on you without a better introduction ; DonV 
centio promised to attend me, but a concert called him 
another part of the town, at the moment I prepared 
come hither. 

Min. A concert ! Yes, sir, he is very fond of music 

Jul. He is, madam. You, I suppose, have a pass 
for tliat charming science ? 

Min. Oh, yes, I love it mightily. 

Jul. {Aside.] This is lucky ! [Aloud.'] I think I b 
heard. Donna Olivia, that your taste that way is pecnli 
you are fond of a — [Aside.] Faith, I can hardly speak 
[Aloud.] Of a — Jew's harp I [Smothers a lau 

Min. A Jew's harp ! — Mercy ! — What ! do you thin 
person of my birth and figure can have such fancies 
that ? No, sir ; I love fiddles, French horns, tabors, i 
all the cheerful, noisy instruments in the world. 

Jul. [Aside.] Vincentio must have been mad, and 
mad as him to mention it ! [Aloud.] Then you are fom 
concerts, madam ? 

Min. Doat on 'em ! [Aside.] I wish he'd oflfer n 
ticket ! 

Jul. [Aside.] Vincentio is clearly wrong. Now to p 
how far the other was right, in supposing her a vixen. 

Mi7i. There is a grand public concert, sir, to be to-i 
row : pray, do you go ? 

Jul. I believe I shall have that pleasure, madam. 

Min. My father, Don Caesar, won't let me purch) 
ticket ; — 1 think it's very hard. 
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Pardon me, I think it's perfectly right. 

Right ! — What, to refuse me a trifling expense, 
uld procure me a great pleasure ? 
Yes, doubtless ; the ladies are too fond of pleasure. 
Don CKsar is exemplary. 

Lord, sir 1 you'd think it very hard, if yon were 
be locked up all your li|e, and know nothing of the 
but what you could catch through the bars of your 

r I 

• 

Perhaps I might ; but, as a man, I am convinced 
it. Daughters and wives should be equally excluded 
estructive haunts of dissipation : let them keep to 
nbroidery, nor ever presume to show their faces but 
r own firesides. [AsideJ] This will bring out the 
pe, surely I 

. Well, sir, I don't know ^To be sure, home, as 

f, is the fittest place for women. For my part, I 
ive for ever at home. [Aside,'] I am determined he 
ave his way : who knows what may happen ? 

[Aside.] By all the powers of caprice, Garcia is as 
as the other ! 
. I delight in nothing so much as in sitting by my 

and hearing his tales of old times ; and, I fancy, 
'. have a husband, I shall be more happy to sit and 
:o hi^ stories of present times. 

Perhaps your husband, fair lady, might not be in- 
so to amuse you. Men have a thousand delights 
dl them abroad ; and, probably, your chief amuse- 
«7ould be counting the hours of his absence, and 
a tear to each as it passed. 
. Well, he should never see *em, however. I would 

smile when he entered ; and if he found my eyes 
'd say I had been weeping over the history of the 
nnate damsel, whose true love hung himself at sea, 
ipeared to her afterwards in a wet jacket. [Aside,'] 
his will do 1 

, [Aside.] I am every moment more astonished !— 
I.] Pray, madam, permit me a question : are you 
—yet I cannot doubt it — are you really Donna 
, the daughter of Don Ciesar, to whom Don Garcia 
on Yinoentio had lately the honour of paying their 
ses? 

u Am I Donna Olivia 1 [Laughing,] Ha, ha, ha I 
a question 1 Pray, sir, is this my ftither house ^•— 
m Don Julio ? 



[^1*/V/^.] 'Tis a little fdd, though ! 

Mill. Why, I believe' 1 should take pity; for it al 
seemtrd to me to Be very hard-hearted to be cruel 
lover that one likesV IJQcsi^Ke, in that case, one shoi 

a Vou know, sii tAc sooi^f* the affair is over, the 

ter for both jiarties.' y / 

Jul. lA^de.] W^at ihe deuce do^s she mean ? I 
Garcia's sour fruit 2 ..• • i 

Don Ot'H^r. [CajUrig vfithouty r,] OUvial Olivia 1 
Mi/t. [skirting Wp.] BleSST me, I hear my fath< 
Now, sir, I -^ have a parti9ular fancy that you shoulc 
tfll him. In t^is firsif visit, ju)ur design. 
Jul. [Amazed.'\ Mac^nni mv design I 
Min. Yes ; ^hat you M^Uf not splak out till we hav 
a little furthericonversa|M), \rhid( Pll take care to 
you an opportwity for very soon. He'll be here 
moment. Now^nray, Don Julio, go ! I^ he should 
you, and ask whcN^u are,. 5^u can sajj^at you are- 
may say that you cahm 0n a j^isit to n(y maid, you kr 

' [^ 

Jul. [fjookinff after/ier.lAthsitik you, madam — [1 
in g round.'] — for my dismisaon ^ I never was in 
peril in my life ! 1 believ^ sh| hffl a license in her pc 
a priest in her closet, ai^ the^ ceremony by heart 1 

£>V) OF ACT IV. 

.CT V. 

SCENE I. — An ApartmeKiat Don Carlos' s — chain 
table, with ])e)i^ink, papers, Src. 

Don Carlos dised}?ered writing. 

Car. [Tearing the paper ^ and rising, "^ It is in vai 
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Language cannot furn 
Victoria the horrid trai 
punctioiis of my soul, 
But wbat tlien f Sbe' 
Oh I the artilices of a 
another most amiable ( 
am a wietch n-lio ouglit 



Fed. Sin si 

Car. WeU! 

Prd. Sir, 1 
my mktreee wi 
house, and so 1 rua to let yol 
my promises, though " 

Car. You have doi 
Uthe 

At least, th^n; 1 Hbtjl 
ponieh that harlot, 




1 old beau, fbllowed by 
Jiho taitii^ /til ricA cloai, 

■d'ye hear, Ricardo? — go 
ihiona for the «- ' 
)9t through the >t 
tia-ve been jolted front 

■t and his fat wife, 
■insXauro.] Hahl thKro*V«\»\ 
ie^fflaai.] There sheiaV VCTomii3*olw»:\ 
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Chsmiing Donn* Laara 1 let me thai at the ihriiie 
buauC)' — [MaJtais an ^ffhrt ta i*etl, and faltxag 

/nee— /-aura awitiJ kim to Titt.'\ Fiel ft« l~The 
KhOEB — they bave mode me bIuIc ill day, like a Do 

□D a cansi, and non Well, yon aee bow profoi 

adoration is, madam : common lorera kneel — 

Lflu. Yon do me infinite' honoor. \AAie.'\ Dii 

Gaa. But how conld jtm be ao barbarooa to lear 
iritbont granting me one inteiriew nean 
ir balcony? 

will be ibgennoni ; it wae female aitit 
knew 70D wDQld follow me; and hair eonld I re 
triumpli or showing that 1 led in my ehoina the illi 
Don Sancho? 

Gat. Oh, VOQ dear, charmlng^-^Bnt, stay — \Sb 
hii jHicteli.] Bletsmel what acareleufeUow lam 
a cusket with some diamonda in it i a necklace, an 
trideii, which I meant to hare had the houonr ot 
on ;our toilette. Left it at home ! Oh, my giddy | 
Ydu are alwaya elegant, Don Sancho. I' 
innt. [Calling.} Pedro 1 
No, no — to-morrow. It will be an eicoae 

M; wUbu Bhall always be yonr excoM ; 
r be it then. Yon are thinner than yoi 
incbo. I protest, now I obaerre yon, yon u 

Aye, nudam — iretliligt Yonr abience th 
cier, and that dettroyed my bloom. Ton 
most a middle-aged num'noi^ 

No, really; far from it, I aaiure yoB. [. 
p is as wrinkled aa a. baboon t 

Then jealousy — that utb me a janndiet 
husband, I hear, Don Carlo, haa been mj 

Oh, my blado wiU hardly keep la {ta ac 
think of him 1 * 

Think no more of him ; he has been long b 
ughu, be asaured. I wander yon gave yoi 
. with inch a fortune. 

Gave !— She goTe herself 1 and, at to Ibrtii 
t a |ji«toIe from me. 

'Tw»i, indeed, unneceasary, with so tine u 
had ill heoa. 
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Gas. My niece an estate in Lem !— Not eaauf^ to give 
shelter to a field moose ; and if lie has told you so, he is a 
braggart. 

Xatf. Told me so ! I have the writings ; he has made 
oyer the lands to me. 

Gag. Made over the lands to yon ! — Oh, a deoeirer ! I 
l>egin to snspect a plot. Pray let me see this extraordinary 
deed. ^She runs to a cabinet, r. u. s.] A plot, I'll be 
sworn I 

ZjOU, Here is the deed which makes that estate mine 
for ever. No, sir, I will entrust it in no hand but my own ; 
yet look over me, and read the description of the lands. 

Gas. H — m — ^m! — [Reading through his fflass.^ "/» 
the vicinage ofRosatva, bounded on the west by the river ^^ 

— h — e — ^m I — " on the east by the forest " Oh, an 

artfiil dogl I need read no farther; I see how tho 
thing is. 

Imu. How, sirl — But hold— stay a moment; I am 
breathless with fear 1 

Gas. Nay, madam, don't be afraid I 'Tis my estate, 
that's all ; the very castle where I was bom, and which I 
never did, nor ever will, bestow on any Don in the two 
Castilcs. Dissembling rogue 1 Bribe yon with a fictitious 
title to my estate ! ILaughing."] Ha, ha, ha 1 

JLau. lAside.] Corses follow him 1 The villain I em- 
ployed must have been his creature — his reluctance all 
art ; and, whilst I believed myself undoing him, was duped 
myself ! 

Gas. Could yoo soppose I'd give Carlos such an estate 
for ronning away with my niece ? No, no ; the vineyards, 
and the corn-fields, and the woods of Rosalva, are not for 
him : I've somebody else in my eye — in my eye, observe 
mc, to give those to. Can't yoo goess who it is ? 

Lau. No, indeed ! [Aside.] He gives me a glimmering 
that saves me from despair .^ 

Gas. I won't tell you, unless you bribe me ; I won't, 
indeed. [He kisses her cheek.'] There, now I'll tell you — 
they are aU for you. Yes, this estate, to which you have 
Such a fancy, shall be yours; I'll give you the deeds, «f 
you'll promise to love me, yoo little cruel thing 1 
Lent. Can you be serious ? 
Gas. I'll sign and seal to-morrow. 

[Goes up to the table, u 
Lau. Noble Don Sancho! Thus, then, I annihilate the 
proof of his perfidy and my weakness I [^Tearing the paper I\ 

e3 



inuu uar SI nui meei my eyes, ii i misjuage cnee, s 
Vic. Laura, I cannot speak ! You little gues 

emotions of my heart. Heaven knows, I pity you I 
Lau. Pity ! Oh, villain I and has thy love al 

snatched the form of pity ? Base, deceitful 

Don Carlos. [Without^ l.] Stand off! loose your 

hold I Pm come for vengeance ! 

Enter Don Carlos, l. 

Where is this youth ? where is the hlooming riv? 
whom I have been betrayed? [To Laura."] Hold ni 
base woman ! In vain the stripling flies me ; for, by he 
my sword shall in his bosom write its master's wron 
[Victoria goes vp, r. c. f., returns, takes off h*. 
and drops on one knee before Carlos, c. 

Vic. Strike — strike it here 1 plunge it deep int< 
bosom already wounded by a thousand stabs, keene 
more painful than your sword can give I Here liv 
the gnawing anii^uish of love betrayed ; here live the 
of disappointed hopes — hopes sanctioned by holiest 
which have been written in the book of heaven ! H 
sinks ! [She rises, and supports him.] Oh, my Carlos 
beloved ! my husband ! forgive my too severe reproa 
Thou art dear, yet dear as ever, to Victoria's heart ! 

Car. (l.) [Recover! nij.'] Ah ! you know not what y< 
you know not what you are ! Oh, Victoria ! thou 
beggar ! 

Vic. No, we are rich, we are happy ! See, ther 
fragments of that fatal deed, which, had 1 not reco 
we had been, indeed, undone ; yet still not wretched 
my Carlos think so ! 

Car. The fragments of the deed I the deed whic 
base woman 

Vic. Sjjcak not so harshly. [Crossing to Laura.'] 1 
madam, I fiar, 1 seem reprehensible ; yet, when yo 



BNB II.] A BOLD STROKB FOR A HV8BAMD. 55 

ler my duties as wife and mother, you will forgiye me. 
; not afraid of poverty : a woman has deceived, but she 
11 not desert you ! 

Z*au, (l.) Is this real ? — Can I be aWake ? 
Vic, Oh, may'st thou, indeed, awake to virtue I You 
.ve talents that might grace the highest of our sex ; be 
> longer unjust to such precious giftSf by burying them 
dishonour. Virtue is our first, most awftil duty ; bow, 
lura, bow before her throne, and mourn in ceaseless tear:! 
at ever you forgot her heavenly precepts 1 
Lau, So, by a smooth speech about virtue, you think to 
ver the injuries I sustain. Vile, insinuating monster ! 
^roising to r.] But thou know*st me not. Revenge is 
rdbter to my heart than love ; and if there is a law in 
>ain to gratify that passion, your virtue shall have an- 
her field for exercise ! [Knt, r. 

Gas, \Coming forward^ r.] No, no ; you'll find no help 
the law, charmer ! However, the long robes are rich — 
t amongst them ; their gravities may administer to your 
arice, though not to your revenge. 
Car, [Turning to Victoria,'] My hated rival, and my 
tanning wife ! How many sweet mysteries have you to 
ifold ! Oh, Victoria 1 my soul thanks thee, but I dare 
>t say I love thee, till ten thousand acts of watchful ten- 
arness haye proved how deep the sentiment's engraved. 
Vic, Can it be true that I have been unhappy ? But 
le mysteries, my Carlos, are already explained to you. 
asper's resemblance to my uncle 

Ga9, Yes, sir, I was always apt at resemblances. In 
ir plays at home, I am always Queen Cleopatra ; you 
low* she was 6ut a gipsy queen, and I hits her off to' a 
x^ty. • 

Car, Come, my Victoria. Oh 1 there i* a painful plea- 
re in my bosom : to gaze on thee, to listen to ahd love 
ee, seems like the bliss of angels cheering whispers to 
pentant sinners 1 [Ejeeuni Carlos and Victoria, l. 

Gas, Lord help 'em ! how easily the women are taken 
1 Here's a wild rogue has plagued her heart these two 
ars, and a whip syllabub about angels and whispers clears 
ores I 'Tis pity but they were a little — though now I 
ink on't, the number of these gentle fair ones is so very 
lall, that if it was lessened, the two sexes might be oon- 
iinded together, and the whole world be supposed of the 
MGuline gender. . (£jci(^ \^. 
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confess I sent my maid for him. If he should dislike 
forwardness, the censure will fall on my lady ; if he sho 
be pleased with my person, the advantage will be mi 
J Jut perhaps he's come here on some wicked frolic 
other. I'll watch him at a distance before I speak. 

[_Ea;it, R, 8. 

Enter Don Julio, l. 

Jul. Not here, faith ! though she gave me last ni 
I) lit a faint rtfusal, and I had a right, by all the rules 
g-illantry, to construe that into an assent. Then she' 
jilt — hang her ! I feel I am uneasy — the first woman t 
t:ver gave me j>ain. I am ashamed to perceive that 1 
spot has attractions for me, only because it was here I c 
versed with her. 'Twas here the little syren, consfioui 
her charms, unveiled her fascinating face. *Twas here- 

Enter Don Garcia and Don Vincentio, l. 

Car. 'Twas here that Julio, leaving champagne ' 
t istcd, and songs of gallantry unsung, came to talk to 
wliirstlini' branches 1 

lln. 'Twas here that Julio, flying from the young; 
jj;;iy, was foundln doleful meditation — \^Altering his tot 
— on a w(;nch, for a hundred ducats I 

(Jar. Who is she ? 

Jul. Not Donna Olivia, gentlemen ; not Donna Oliv 

Gar. W'ii have been seeking you, to ask the even 
your visit to her. 

Jul. The event has proved, that you have been n 
grossly duped. 

I'^'in. I knew that. [Laughhif/.l Ila, ha, ha I 

Jul. [7^0 Garcia.] And you likewise — I know t 
{Lavyhiiuj ] Ha, ha, ha i The fair lady, so far from b( 
;i vixen, ia the viiy Cs^tiu c of ^eiiliencss. To me, so m 
Mucfjic'i.s in '1 wife nould be do\siu'\u,VA ov^^uVUVv. 
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Vin» Well, but she's fond of a Jew's-harp ? 

Jul. Detests it ; she would be as fond of a Jew. 

Gar. Pooh I pooh I this is a game at cross purposes. 

it us all go to Don Cfesar's together, and compajpe opi- 

ms on the spot. 

Jul, I'll go most willingly ; but it will be only to coyer 

a both with confusion, for being the two men in Spain 

>st easily imposed upon. [All gtnng, b. 

Re-enler Minbtte, b. u. b., and eomea/orward, l. 

Htn. Gentlemen, my lady has sent me for one of you ; 

ay which of you is it ? 

Jul. [jRe/timtn^.] Me, without doubt, child. 

F'in. I don't idaow that. 

Gar. Look at me, my dear ; don't you think I am the 

m? 

Min. Let me see. [To Garcia.'] A good air, and well 

ide ; you are the man for a dancer. [7b Vtncentio.'] 

ell dressed, and nicely put out of hands ; yon are the 

m for a bandbox. [To Julio.] Handsome and bold; 

VL are the man for my lady I 

Jul. My dear little Iris, here's all the gold in my 

cket. Gentlemen, Fwish you a good night ; I am your 

ry obedient, humble— 

[Stalking by them with his arm round Minette, 
Gar. Pooh ! prithee, don't be a fool ! Are we not 
»ing to Donna Oliyia ? 

Jul. Donna Olivia must wait, my dear boy ; we can de* 

ie about her to-morrow. Come along, my little doye of 

enua I [B^eunt JuUo and Mhtette, L. 

Gar, What a rash fellow it is 1 Ten to one but thie is 

me common business, and he'll be robbed and murdered. 

dey take him for a stranger. 

Vin. Let's follow, and see where the l6ads him. 

Gar. That's hardly fair; howerer, as I think there's 

mger, we will follow. [Bxeuni, l. 

CENE IV.— ^n Apartment at Don Catar' infolding' 
doorSf c, F. — eqfOf table, and ehairt. 

Enter Minettb and Julio, l. 

Min, There, sir, please to sit down, till my lady is ready 
owail on you — she won't be long. [Aside.] I'm sure 
he's out, and I may do great things before she returns. 

\£x%t^ C-Tfc.'l' 
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Jul, Through fifty back lanes, a long garden, and a nar 
row stair-case, into a superb apartment — all that's m tb 
regular way ; as the Spanish women manage it, one in 
trigue is too much like another. If it was not now in 
then for the little lively fillip of a jealous husband or bn 
ther, which obliges one to leap from a window, or craivi 
like a cat, along the gutters, there would be no bearin 
the ennui. Ah ! ah 1 but this promises novelty. [Look 
ing off^ R.] A young girl aud an old man 1 — ^Wife or daugb 
ter ? They are coming this way. My lovely incogniti 
by all that^s propitious I Why did not some kind spiri 
whisper to me my happiness ? But hold — she can't ma 
to treat the old gentleman with a sight of me. 

[Goet behind the tqfi 

Enter Don Cjssar and Olivia, b. 

^^ Cces. No, no, madam ! no going out ! Give me your vei 
/ ' that will be useless till you put it on for life. Thei 
madam, this is your apartment, your house, yOur garde 
your assembly, till you go to your convent. Why, he 
impudent you are, to look thus unconcerned ! Can hard 
forbear laughing in my face I Vei^ well — very well I 

[Ejcitf double locking the door, 

OH, ILaughing.'] Ha, ha, ha 1 I'll be even with yo 
my dear father, if you treble lock it ! I'll stay here t 
days, without once asking for my liberty, and you'll coi 
the third, with tears in your eyes, to take me out. He I 
forgot that door leading to the garden; but I vow 1 
stay. [Sitting 4oum.'} 1 can make the time pass pleasani 
enough. 

Jul. [Looking over the back qf the tq/o.] I hope 80. 

OH. Heaven and earth 1 

Jul. My dear creature, why are you so alarmed ? [Com 
round."] Am I here before you expected me ? 

OH. Expected you ! 

Jul. Oh, this pretty surprise ! Oome, let us sit dow 
I think your father was very obliging to lock as in tog 
ther. 

OH. [Calling at the door, R.] Sir, sir I my father 1 
• Ctesar. [Without.] Aye, 'tis all in vain — I won't coi 
near you. There you are, and there you may stay, 
sha'n't return, make as much noise as you will I 

Jul. Why, are you not ashamed that your lather has 
much more consideration for your guest than you have ? 
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!. My guest 1 [Aside,'] How is it possible he can have 
vered me ? 

I, Pooh ! this is carrying the thing farther than^you 
If there was a third person here, it might be pru- 

i. Why, this assurance, Don Julio, is really ■ . 

/. The thing in the world you are most ready to 

m. 

t. Upon my word, I don't know how to treat you. 

/. Consult your heart. 

i. I shall consult my honour. 

/. Honour is a pretty thing to play with, but when 

3n with that very grave face, after having sent your 

to bring me here, is really more than I expected. 
.11 be in an ill humour presently ; I won't stay if yott 
me thus. 

t. Well, this is superior to everything 1 I have heard 
men will slander women privately to each other — 'tis 
common amusement ; but to do it to one's face 1--^ 
you really pretend that I sent for you ? 
/. [LaughingJ] Ha, ha, ha I Well, if it obliges yon, 
1 pretend that you did not send for me ; that yonr 

did not conduct me hither ; nay, that I have not 
the supreme happiness— ICatehet her in Am ormt, 

enter Minette, c. o. f. — she screqgiUt and rtuu out, 

I. [T\iminff round.'] Donna Olivia de Znniga I— How 
levil came she here ? 

f. [Aside.] That's lucky! [Runmng to iht door^ 
, and conducting Minette forward.] Olivia, my dear 
d, why do you run away ? [Apart to her.] Ke6p the 
icter, I charge you — be still Olivia 1 
in. (r.) Oh, dear madam I I was — I was so frightened 
I I saw that gentleman ! 

i. (c.) Oh, my dear, it's the merriest, pretty kind of 
[eman in the world 1 He pretends that I sent my 
for him into the streets — ^ha I ha 1 
,1. (l.) That's right: always tell a thing yonnetf, 
h you would not have believed. 
in. It is the readiest excuse for being found Sn a lady's 
Emeut, however. [Aside.] Now will I swear I know 
ing of the matter 1 

t. Now, I think it a horrid poor excuse ; he has cer- 
y not had occasion to invent reasons for such imper- 
icies often. [Apart to Minette.] TeU. m<^ IViaX. Via \a& 
? love to you to-day. 



v.... Nay, then, this accidental meeting is fortunati 
Pray, Don Julio, don't let my presence prevent your t 
ing ^'hat you think proper to my friend. Shall I Ic 
you together ? 

Jul. [Apart to Olivia.'] To contradict a lady on s 
an assertion would be too gross ; but, upon my hon( 
Donna Olivia is the last woman upon earth who could 
spire me with a tender idea. Find an excuse to send 
away, my angel, I entreat you I I have a thousand thi 
to say, and the moments are to precious to be given to ] 

Oli. I think so, too ; but one can't be rude, you kn 
[To Minette.] Come, my dear, sit down. [^Seating I 
self.] Have you brought your work ? 

Jul. [Aside.] The devil ! — What can she mean ? [Pi 
ing himself between Minette and the sofa.] Donna Oli 
I am sorry to inform you that my physician has just \ 
sent for to your fjllher, Don Csesar ; the poor gentlei 
was seized with a vertigo. 

Oli, Vertigoes ! [To Minette.] Oh, he has *em 
quently, you know. 

Min. Yes, and they always keep me from his sight. 

Jul, [Aside.] Did ever one woman prevent uio 
from leaving her at such a moment before? [To Oiit 
I really, madam, cannot comprehend—— 

Don Casar. [Without ^ r.] It is impossible — impc 
ble, gentlemen ! Don Julio cannot be here. 

Jul, Ha 1 who's that ? 

Re-enter Don C^sar, r., followed by Don Garcia 

Don ViNCENTio. 

Gar, There ! did we not tell you so ? We saw 
enter the garden. 

Ca>s. What can be the meaning of all this ? A ma 
my daughter's apartment ! [Attempts to d\ 

Gar. Hold, sir I — Don Julio is of the first rank in S] 
and will unquestionably be able to satisfy your hon 
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y 
out troubling your sword. [Apart to VinceniioJ] We 

done mischief, Vincentio 1 

il. [Apart to Olivia.] ' They have been cursedly im- 

nent ! — But I'll bring you off, never fear, by pretend- 

I passion for your busy friend there. 

€8, Satisfy me, then, in a moment ; speak, one.of you. 

il. I came here, sir, by the merest accident. The 

en door was open ; curiosity led me to this apartment ; 

came in a moment after, and very civilly locked me in 

your daughter. 

vs. Locked you in I — ^Why, then, did you not, like a 

of honour, cry out ? ^ 

f/. The lady cried out, sir, and you told her yon would 

return ; but when Donna Olivia de Zuniga entered, 

irhom I have conceived a most violent passion 

7«. A passion for herl — Oh, let me hear no more 

A passion for her! You ^ may as well entertain a 

ion for the untameable hyaena ! 

ar. There, Vincentio, what think you now ? — ^Xan- 

j or not ? * 

in. I am afraid I must give up that. But pray sup- 

me as to this point, Don Csesar : is not the lady fond 

Jew's harp ? 

ts. Fond I — She's fond of nothing but playing the 

1 ; there is not such a fiiry upon earth I 

(/. [Aside."] These are odd liberties with a person who 

not belong to him 1 

Sf. I'll play the hypocrite for her no more ; the world 

. know her true character ; they shall know— —But 

ber maid there. 

(/. Her maid I \ 

Itn. (l. comer.) Why, yes, sir, to say truth, I am but 

na Olivia's maid, after all. 

ft. [Apart.] Dear Minette, speak for me, or I am now 

5dl • 

In. [Apart.] I will, ma'am. [Crossing to JuHOf l. c] 

ist confess, sir, there never was so bitter a tempered 

ture as my lady is. I have borne her humours for two 

3 ; I have seen her .by night and by day. [Apart to 

ia, who pulls her sleeve impatiently.] I will — I will I 

Julio ] And of this I am sure, that if you marry her, 

U rue the day every hour the first month, and hang 

self the next 1 There, madam, I have done it roundly 

I [EsAty \^ 

\i, [AHde."] I am undone ! I am cau;\\tVaTDi wt^vgax^X 
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conscious bluslies on her' 
her lovely eyes to earth ? 

CV/'.v. Ay, she's only b< 
how to atfliot me with sol 
out like a tigress in a moj 

Jul. It cannot be ! 
creature ? 

OH. \_Looking downw\ 
one ! 5 

Jvl. But onel! — Oh JmightJthat excepted one be me! 

OU. Would you not/ feai^-^ltru^ your fate mth her, 
you have cause t« think so ^^yful ?; 

Jul. No ; I'd Mess the hour'thatib6und my fate toher's. 
Permit me, sir, toVay my vovVs to^,cnis fair vixen. 

Ccps. What I are^jou such a bolp man as^k&t? Pooh I 
But, if you are, 'twilP^^yaif^los 
some way or other, to returi^our 

OH. If they have your autnorit 
— only with my own. 

Cois. What's that ?— What 
giddy with surprise 1 

Jul. [Calchiny her hand.'\ J^nd 

Cfps. [CrossiHf/ to 0/a'ia.] I Don't' make a fool of mc, 
Olivia ! Wilt marry him ? I '^ 

OH. When you command me, sir. 

Coifi. [Delighted.'] My dcM- Don Julio ! thou art my 
guardian angel! — Shall I ha^ a son-in-law at last?— 
[Crossing to them.'] Garcia — '^^centiol could you hate 
thought it ? ^ 

Gar. No, sir ; if we had, we should have saved that lady 
much trouble : 'tis pretty clear now ityby she was a vixen. 

Vin. Yes, yes, 'tis clear enough ; and I beg your pardon, 
madam, for the share of trouble I gave you. But pray 
have the irouduess to tell me sincerely — what do you think 
of a craiAi ? 
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Now there's a peace, you may have men enough. 
They want a leg, perhaps -what's that to you ? 
They're Frenchmen only who make use of two. 
Then stay your whining-let your bold strokes cease; 
Kach woniul in war is a bold stroke for peace.** 

How weak your wit, ye lords of the creatioD, 
\\ hen set to tind a woman's inclination ! 
Her heart, though ice, the virgin fair and yoting, 
Witliout an ear, with double share of tongue, — 
Let the fund youth she likes but once appear. 
His dulcet voice with rapture she can bear: 
If she could frown, by smiles her pride's disarm'd; 
She has a heart, when love that heart has warin*d. 
No tones discordant now - not even nay j 
While sighs to sighs responsive seem to say. 
In accents sweet, " Love, honour, and obey 

Dear Liberty, farewell ! From babe to wife, 
I've led a pretty, happy, chequer'd life ; — 
I'll tell you how— the tale's not very long; 
But, if you please, I'll give it you in song. 

When I was a little baby, ^ 

Plump and round as may be, * 

For a lullaby I'd fret and cry. 
When I was a little baby. ^ 

But, at six years old, how froward ! 
Naughty girl - untoward, * • 

To dress my doll, and prate like Poll, 
A naughty girl, untoward. 

At twelve, what a blooming flower ! 
Around me every hour 

Buttertiies gay, tS sip and play, 
Flew round this blooming flower. 

At sweet sixteen, so pretty. 
All I said was witty j 

A charming laos -so said my glass, 
At dear sixteen so pretty. 

Love's dart no more to parry. 
At twenty-two to marry. 

To one dear youth I plight my truth. 
And that's the youth I'll marry. 

With him I'll toy and play so,— 
He'll wonder why I stay so. 

But your applause must crown my cause | 
So clap your hands, and say so. 

TK.E END. 
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